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PREFACE. 


In consideration of the numerous volumes of 
mediocrity so continually deluged on the world, 
it seems but reasonable, and in a degree neces- 
sary, that an author should endeavour by a share 
of self-confidence to spread, as far as he is ca- 
pable, the merit of his own performances : or it 
may with justness be enquired, when he seems 
so conscious of his own inabilities, why he would 
increase the heap he complains of? The fact is, 
that few or none can think so slightingly of 
themselves j and when they are deploring the 
contemptible effusions of others, they vainly 
conclude that they alone are the authors of real 
merit, and that none but themselves are worthy 
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of admiration : in short, the motes in their own 
eyes to their own view are imperceptible. Thus 
then, as I am a sceptic to the idea of a poet’s 
despising the labours of his Muse, I may boldly 
advance that I have endeavoured in the follow 
ing collection of Poems to give amusement to 
my readers, and have conceived that I am not 
a follower of any particular Parnassian school in 
existence: but whether I have over-rated my 
abilities when I imagined myself capable of 
pleasing or interesting others, or whether I am 
indeed original amid “ the Sons of Song,” I leave 
to be decided by the public ; for although many 
an author of slender sense and less renown has 
asserted that the world is no judge, yet I doubt 
if he would have passed the same sentence on 
its decisions had he obtained from it a verdict in 
his favour. A general condemnation from the 
voice of the people, when it is not guided by the 
whispers of faction, or adulterated by the fana- 
ticism of party, is most likely the correcteslT 
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judgment that is passed, especially on the works 
of imagination; for it is the suffrage of feeling 
and nature, and if these are not the first aims of 
poetry, I know not what are. That many an 
author has sunk to silence from the adjudgment 
of this tribunal is undoubtedly the case ; but it 
reminds me of a judicious Roman emperor I have 
read of, who ordered the greater part of the writ- 
ings of the primal poets of his country to be burnt, 
that the world might be troubled with them no 
longer. Perhaps it is not impossible that his 
Royal Highness the Prince Regent may, by the 
same impulse of poetical patriotism, one day feel 
inclined to imitate such an example with many of 
the modern efforts of the British Muse : for, as a 
corroboration to the supposition, I have been in- 
formed that our illustrious Prince has tasted of 
the Castalian fount from its purest and most un- 
adulterated springs. If in such an enormous 
conflagration my verses should increase the 
blaze, in consideration of what a minute par- 
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tide they would appear, and certainly not ex* 
elusive of feelings for public fame, I should be 
led to approve of the fire of his criticism. That 
however a different opinion may be formed from 
this self-condemnation is my wish, most ob- 
viously appears, by the risk I run of meeting an 
acquiescence. As little is to be expected, so 
little apology is offered. My Muse has not ar- 
rayed herself in the garb of publicity from the 
solicitations of friendship, or from the dictates 
of expectation pointing to emolument. She ad- 
mires the advancement of literature which has 
graced the colleges of her native country, yet 
courts not the dedication of a titled or reverend 
character as a preface to her toils : unfriended, 
but not as yet dismayed, she steers her own 
course on the tide where many sink. In short, 
it is a willing appearance before a public she has 
attempted to please with her effusions, and if 
they are met with commendation, assiduity and 
exertion will reward their applause ; but if con- 
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demned as unworthy, she will sorrow it in 

silence. Quintilian has observed, “ Volo se 
efferat in adolescenti fcecunditas and her er- 
rors may meet excuse as her fancy deserves it. 
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THE BOWL OF BLISS. 

TO MISS D. W. 

Young Love had oft his bow-string drawn. 
Couch’d on a breast of snow! 

Or on a lip whose beauty vied 
With the carnation’s glow ; 

Or from a Lover’s gaze withdrawn, 

Had from a sleepy eye 
Rais’d such a melting sigh 
As all the rules of eloquence defied. 

When with his sporting tir’d, 

From Earth exulting rose 
Like a fair cloud, which sails on Zephyr’s wing: 
And on fond Hebe’s breast retir’d, . 
Sought in Elysium heavenlv repose, 
Which dreams of ecstacy is wont to bring. 
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Hebe, the favourite of Jove ! 

Hebe, the darling nurse of Love ! 

Oh ! what a joy was thine. 

When in a blithsome hour 

Thou to thy bosom didst young Cupid press, 

And in embrace divine 

With burning kisses bath’d him o’er and o’er. 

While whispering breezes join’d thy love to bless. 
* ‘ 

He ! the fond youth of bliss ! 

Slumber’d awhile, yet smiling as he lay 
Like beauteous babe, that’s sweetly dreaming, 
Repos’d upon a mother’s breast, 

Whose eye with soft affection beaming 
Lulls her cherub boy to rest. 

Till she so closely prest him to her arms, 

That awakening with the play, 

He gave her such a murm’ring kiss 
As rais’d the rosy blushes of her charms. 

Thus on a summer’s day 
When gilded by the ray 
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(No envious cloud its brilliancy dividing,) 
Of a bright sun-beam, looks a dazzling flow’r; 
Or brighter shine the waves 
Where fair Diana laves, 

When o’er their lucid bosom gliding 
She spreads the glitt’ring lustre of her pow’r. 

Thus they soft revell’d in the dearest play, 

t 

Borne on the tide of joy, 

Till purpling clouds betray’d the absent day, 
And bade in dalliance they no longer toy. 

The soft-soul’d Hebe rose, 

Yet still the blush upon her cheek 
Look’d as if Rapture bid it speak 
The anguish of her woes, 

That such a pair so kindly given 
Should even separate in Heaven! 

In haste she fill’d the bowl 
With luscious nectar for imperial Jove ; 
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Cull’d from the blooming grape that weaves 
’Mid shining stars its golden leaves 
Fit for the deities above! 

Rear’d in rich gardens where etherial dews 
In glossy pearls reflect its various hues, 

Where, as its foliage wreathes, 

The fanning Zeph’rus breathes, 

Lending its coolness to what fires the souk 

Now had the dimpled God 
In search of Hebe wing’d his ardent flight; 

His plumes in beauty shone 
Like the rich rainbow’s zone, i 
Or where each flow’ret decorates the sod; 

And brighter than the spangled hue 
Of glitt’ring fish, which seamen view 
In the deep silence of the night. 

That like a broad lake of fire 
Steal o’er the flaming waves, while all around admire. 


% 
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*Twas near an overhanging vine* 

Whose fruit the parent stem entwine, 

That Cupid found her, 

And as the tendrils which above them play’d 
And form’d the joy-enticing shade, 

He threw his arms around her. 

The gardens were so form’d, they seem’d 
For love and wine intended, 

The wanton leaves. 

In am’rous wreathes. 

So most luxuriantly were blended, 

That Reason slumber’d, and on Pleasure dream’d. 
Could Hebe then resist? 

Ohl.no. 

Her eyes, her lips, her breast, he kist, 

Her breast, her lips, her eyes, receiv’d the glow. 

Hebe of love had drank so deep 
That all her senses seem’d to be beguil’d. 
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Or else overtaken with a trance of pleasure : 

And on a couch of softest grape-leaves made, 

Lull'd by mild gales which cool'd the shade, 
(Pleas'd at so exquisite a treasure) 

She sunk in loveliness to angel sleep. 

Then blithsome Cupid archly smil’d, 

And as she slept a tender kiss he stole, 
Which still, while sleeping, seem'd to thrill her soul. 

Near her was plac'd 

A golden vase, with richest sculpture grac'd, 

The matchless labour of a God ! 

In it was drain'd by Hebe's hand 
The richest fluid Heaven could command, 

And to it Cupid flew ; 

Now to its brim he had applied his lip. 

And slyly smiling, just began to sip 
The pure nectarean dew; 

Then fearless growing, 
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Pleas’d with the powers of th’ inspiring vine. 

His heart with pleasure near to madness glowing, 
He, dauntless, dash’d within the bright abode, 
Steeping his veiy soul with heavenly wine ! 

Hebe, whose breast in vision felt 
The kiss of Love her bosom melt, 

Just had awaken’d from its rapt’rous beam ; 

Fair as when Venus, by the Hours led, 

In peerless beauty rose from Ocean’s bed. 

And through the azure skies. 

While all Creation gloried in the sight, 

Wafted by softest sighs 
To realms for ever bright, 

Seem’d to each wondering God the fairy of a dream ! 

Cynthia had shed her rays of silver light. 

And every twinkling star 
That mortals view afar 
Pour’d forth its lustre to adorn the night. 
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A stillness all around 
BreathM through the deep profound, 

As sooth’d the souls of love-sick maids 
Who sought the silent shades, 

And rais’d the sigh, which heav’d as if it came 
More from excess of tenderness than woe, 

A melancholy sweetness, that was stole from Joy. 
When Jove from his resplendent throne, 
Brighter than thousand suns of fire 
Whose everlasting flame 
Gives to a million globes below, 

Hanging in clusters through the sky, 

The genial warmth tfiat all respire. 

Had rous’d Olympus with his god-like voice, 
That sounded as if vieing with his thunders tone. 
And deeply echoed through the realms on high! 

Pleas’d with the full majestic sound 
The immortal Gods obey 
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The summons of all-ruling Jove: 

In joy, their numbers hasten all around 
Where the imperial banquet lay, 

Grac’d. by the presence of the queen of Love! 
There Hebe too was seen 
With ever lovely mien, 

(While still the rosy blush was glowing) 

The nectar’d juice with grace bestowing, 

Jove would the nectar sip ; 

And Hebe fill’d it to the sparkling brim: 
Then with a downcast eye, 

The blush still deep’ning on her panting breast, 
Presented to high heaven’s king 
The goblet of a golden dye, 

That he might press it to his lips ; 

But lo ! 

He view’d it with a wondering smile, 

For in the draught below 
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He mark’d the tints of Cupid’s wing, 

And saw the God upon the surface swim. 
Caught by the pleasing magic of its guile, 
While sweet delirium all his soul possest. 

Hast thou e’er seen a tulip shed 
Upon the lucid waves a red 
Deeper than damask rose ? 

So Hebe’s cheek Love’s kiss betray’d, 

So deeper blush’d the blooming maid, 

And a soft sigh arose. 

The Gods her pain reliev’d, 

And Empyrean rang with loud acclaim ; 

No longer Hebe’s bosom heav’d, 

Since Cupid only was to blame. 

Jove, at this wanton prank 
Of cunning Love’s disguise, 

Join’d in applause, and bless’d the merry feat; 
While Cupid in retreat 


Digitized by Google 



11 


Sought his fond mother’s beaming eyes, 

And laid him down upon a violet hank. 

Jove drain’d th’ o’erflowing howl, 

And Hebe to his bosom pressing 
In the luxuriance of her charms. 

Gave her, before all heaven, his blessing. 

While clasp’d within his circling arms ; 

For he ! their king, possess’d a melting soul ! 
Silence betray’d the gentle kiss 
Which now he ravish’d from her lips, 

Sweeter than honey which the bee 
Culls from Arabian dews; 

Or than the blushes that suffuse 
The tell-tale look in rapt'rous glee L 
When Love soft thrilling kisses sips. 

And silence held a soVreign sway 
While the fond Deity was heard to say, 
u The draught he tasted was the Bowl of Bliss.” 
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THE COMPLAINT. 


TO MRS. E. F. 

Unstring the lyre! and, ye muses gay, 
Sporting in pathless regions of the sky, 

Bear all my sorrows and my sighs away, 

Leave me, unknown, in solitude to die. 

Yet when remote: from curious eye of men 
In the lone valley, or the silent glen, 

Tell me, ah ! tell me, will not fancy bring 
(Hov’ring o’er mem’ry, with delighted wing,) 
Those charms which Love in rosy blush suffus’d, 
While through my soul the poison sweet effus’d ? 
Oh ! it will paint them to my wistful view, 

And rouse remembrance but, alas, too true ! 


Digitized by Google 



13 

As airy visions of etherial dream 

In midnight stillness o’er the bosom stray, 

So will remembrance oft awake the theme 
Of Love and Emily,— the muses lay. 

’Twas not thy lot, design’d by gracious Heaven, 
By whom to thee thosn beaming eyes were given, 
To know the magic of thy thrilling gaze, 

Cause of my woes, and subject of my praise ; 

Else thou in pity might’st have spar’d my sighs, 
Nor felt a pleasure as a lover dies. 

Hast thou not seen at rosy break of day 

The heedless nestling try the tempting snared 
Hast thou not felt a tear of pity stray 
To view its little life depart in air ? 

Yes, thou hast shed from tenderness a tear. 
Envied by rapture, as her token dear ! 

Such then the luring power of thy wiles. 

Such is my fate, for I have lov’d thy smiles ! 
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Yet will not Hope, in sweet illusions drest, 

(Hope ! that can soothe each other wretch’s breast,) 

Paint e’en in visionary traces weak 

The precious drop upon thy blooming cheek. 

Then fare thee well unpitied will I grieve, 

Yet cherish woe, for who such woe would leave? 
Pangs of such anguish may awaken death, 

Yet who would leave them but with dying breath ? 
And when the spark is o’er of life that’s given, 

Who would not wish to bear such grief to Heaven ? 

Soft is the breeze, and sweet the fresh’ning flowers 
Which grace the gardens of eternal spring ; 

Yet in Elysium would I shun those bowers, 

Alone my love for Emily to sing. 

Yet as I fly, though beauty’s charms inspire, 
Charms such as thine an angel would admire ! 

And if aught evil could on high be known. 

Praise would be sullied by pale Envy’s frown, 
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Thy grace and loveliness at once confest 

Would raise a tumult in an angel's breast! 
Yet as I fly for thee my pray'rs ascend. 
That evTy blessing may thy life attend ! 
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THE QUESTION. 


TO MISS E. II. 

Let deep philosophers remain, 

And o’er each magic science rove. 

I’ll leave them solitude and pain, 

Nor value life unless to love. 

They’ll tell thee all is toil and trouble, 
And misery concludes their tale ; 

But oh ! the doctrine is a bubble 
With love, which never can avail. 

Would they deny the balmy kiss 
Delighteth not the am’rous swain, 

When all his soul is given to bliss, 
And pleasures unalloy’d with pain ? 
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Then pr^ythee, fairest, ask thy heart 
Which master it would most approve, 
A stoic cold, the child of art, 

Or heaven-born, dear rosy love ? 


c 
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(This Ode and the following were intended to accompany each other.] 


GLORY CONQUERS LOVE. 

TO CAPTAIN L. R. N. 

Say what is life, although it’s blessed with love, 
Whose brightest charms the lingering hours beguile^ 
If through its varied stream we steer 
Merely where pleasing views appear, 

Wasting each moment for such trifling charms? 
Tis but a transient pleasure which we prove. 

Fleeting as dew-drops which in roses smile, 

Or as the joys we feel in beauty’s arms; 

But if for fame our ardent hearts should beat, 

Or if to learning’s laurel we aspire, 

Our bosoms feel the emanating heat, 

Boasting the glow of heaven’s etherial fire ! 
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The panting lover only knows the joy 
That from a maiden’s heart in murmurs flows: 
Unworthy he! who brooks such slight control. 
But mark the hero warm with gen’rous flame, 
Fill’d with the zeal of liberty and truth, 
Holding this life a nothing to his fame, 

Which firmly rested lives in constant youth. 
For what can virtue or fair worth destroy ? 
What pleasure’s equal where the bosom glows 
With glory ? heav’nly nectar to the soul! 

Turn ye whose hearts have never, felt the fire 
Of ardent Fame’s enthusiastic zeal ; 

Turn to the page which braves the test of time, 
And god-like emulation feel ! 

Sincere such shining actions to admire 
Bespeaks the fervour of a noble heart; 

And though ye breathe not in the hero’s clime. 
Your praise of virtue gives you still a part. 


\ 
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But he who life in slothful quiet leads. 

Sinks where he rose unheeded as a sigh ; 

Debases manhood, bom for nobler deeds, 

Form’d from a God, related to the sky t 
Tis not for indolence that life is given. 

For pleasure only, or for am’rous bliss ; 

Though sweet, confess’d, to taste the joys of heaven* 
In charms of loveliness or beauty’s kiss: 

Yet as the snow-drop melts away, 

Where beams the sun’s effulgent ray, 

So fleets the mem’ry of a name 
Which never sought the li?ts pf fame* 

But happier he whose eagle flight : 

Soars to the utmost glory’s height, 

Whose life with worth and valour blest, 
Leaves a fair sun which never sinks to rest* 

But ’tis not merely victory to gain, 

Rearing our glory on the thousands slain, 
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To scatter mis’ry and the plaint of woe ; 

Actions which boast such rolling streams of blood 
Must spring from virtue and a motive good, 

Or better never such a fame to know. 

The thoughtless multitude who praise 
The conquests of victorious arms, 

Are dazzled hy deceitful blaze, 

Lending to savage slaughter charms : 
*Tis as the eye which meets the gorgeous sun, 
While darkness follows on the sight; 

To virtuous worth posterity alone 

Can give the suffrage truly bright. 

Seek then applause from self approv’d ; 

The sweetest balm the soul can find, 
When from the troubled world remov'd* 
We leave a spotless fame behind* 
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LOVE CONQUERS GLORY. 


TO MftS. B. M. 

Waft him, ye muses of the sportive throng ! 

On pleasure’s wing to heaven’s brightest skies. 
Who gave his vote, a poet’s sacred song 
In praise of Love to Glory’s transient prize. 
For where’s the joy of future fame, 

When he who sought it in the dust is laid ? 

His soul’s unconscious of the name 
Ambition gain’d, while love the forfeit paid. 

E’en in his youth, when light as air, 

And noblest emulation fires, 

Is he not rack’d by aching care, 

Caus’d by that glory which his breast inspires ? 
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Will envy never whisper lies, 

At which his dearest honour dies? 

Or jealousy foul falsehood spread, 

, To crush his finest actions dead ? 

Will not ill-nature designate a cause, 

To stay th’enliv’ning suffrage of applause? 
And like the deadly snake in Afric found. 
Instil a poison where it makes a wound? 

Or yet before his name’s enroll’d 
’Mong Virtue’s sons Of martial spirit. 
He number’d with the dead is told, 
Unknown to fame forgot his merit: 
For oft the storm deep thunders bearing, 

.. Rushing o’er many a rock and mountain. 

Is seen by pensive hermit tearing 
The lily from its native fountain. 

Ere yet its fragrance scarce has kiss’d the gale, 
Whose wanton breath soft revels o’er the vale. 
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Or if a happier fate is given ; 

Say, ye proud heroes of unconquer’d might. 

Whose ardent coursers oft have stemm’d the flood. 
Flowing from goary wounds with human blood; 

Say, have ye found in victory delight, 

Equal to love that near approach to heaven? 

Tis for barbarians to wield the sword, 

Seek praise for slaughter,— pitiless reward ! 

To murder thousands to secure a throne. 

Then midst of millions, miserable, and alone ! 

But he ! the am’rous youth of fire ! 

Scorning the phantoms of deluding morrow, 

Conscious that glory or proud fame expire 
Though sought with danger, or though gain’d with 
sorrow, 

In oqe delicious round 
Of luxury is found, 

As baby thoughtless in its mother’s arms. 

When press’d in loveliness to beauty’s charms. 
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For love is still his gentler theme, 

His matin song or evening dream; 

Its pleasing thoughts alone invade 
His bosom, in the secret shade ; 

And when the mom of life is o’er. 

And age creeps on each passing hour. 
He calmly views the blithsome past) 
Contented, happy, to the last. 
Conscious that man was never bom for fame, 
That virtuous love and nature are the same, 
Without a sigh he passes to the grave. 

Nor heeds the trophies that bedeck the brave* 


[This Ode is intended to accompany the former^ 
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THE EXPLANATION. 


TO MISS B. D. 

Blest be the word of gracious heaven, 
By innocence and truth inspir’d, 
u Even to them where much is given. 
Even from them is much required.” 
Stray then to yonder silver stream, 
Smooth as the blue expanse of sky, 
Nor think thou’rt in a rapt’rous dream, 
Seeing so fair an angel nigh ; 

For all her charms, of elegance and grace 
The eye delighted in thy form can trace. 

To thee were given smiles of joy, 

A bloom which far eclipses morn ; 
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Then, Rosa, prove not coldly coy, 

For soft delight alone thou’rt born ! 
And as thou’rt fair, so love bestow. 

Fulfilling nature’s dear decree, 

Let ev'*ry vein with transport flow, 

And loose thyself in love and me. 

As ev’ry colour radiates from the sun, 

So all my pleasures spring from thee alone. 

If charms were given not to love, 
Wherefore is beauty so admir’d ? 

Yet if its charms the breast improve, 
’Twere sin to live cold, uninspir’d. 
Nature for all meant some good end, 
And tender love from beauty flow’d. 
From elegance esteem, a friend ! 

The bosom warm with rapture glow’d. 
Live then to love, the worth of being know, 
Breathing the joys above to souls below. 
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TO-DAY. 


TO MIS8 C. £. 

To woman oft the lovely rose ’s allied, 

As emblematic of her beauty’s pow’r, 

Shewing how transient are the charms we love> 

How short their triumph, and how soon they’re o’er. 
Then, Thais, as the moments glide, 

While memory alone remains, 

Let us the joys of pleasure prove, 
pncircled in its dearest chains. 

Mark oh yon rose of sweetly blushing hue 
The blithsome butterfly each grace displays. 
Giving to wanton sport its life so fleet ; 

While o’er its varied wing the sun-beam plays. 
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And lends to ev*ry tint a brighter view, 

Cheering with genial warmth its kisses sweet* 
Here to a vilet's scented leaf it flies, 

Or lightly revels o'er a daisy's charms j 
There joyous flutters through the azure skies, 

Or sinks in slumber in the woodbine’s arms: 

So ardent youth on beauty's breast should He 
In present blest, since 'morrow comes we die* 

Would'st thou the insect should it& fate perceive^ 
Living in terror of the wint'ry rain f 
Or leave delight on future woe to grieve. 

In pastime fond, anticipating pain f , 

Then ask no more of ills which follow bliss. 

The one secure, the other yet to come ; 

But oh ! I'd ever ask of thee 
What anguish, misery, or gloom. 

That ever weigh'd the heart of man with woe, , 
In contrast could compare to pleasure’s glow. 
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The dear embrace, and bosom thrilling kiss. 

Which melts the soul with heav’nly luxury ? 

Thy charms will fade like yon fair flower, 

Though brighter far thy cheek I own, 

Tis virtue only boasts the power 

Of charms, which please when beauty’s gone. 

Heroes the world of gaping fools admire, 

The sport of fortune, by ambition led ; 

Where now their powY or tremendous fire. 

Before whose blaze whole cow’ring nations fled ? 
They gave this life to a delusive shade, 

A luring phantom, which deceives the gaze. 

And on the bed of death, 

When earthly thoughts fly far the troubled mind, 
They sigh’d with parting breath 
That love and peace had been the forfeit paid 
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For empty honours and vain-glorious praise ; 
Heedless to dying man as passing wind. 

The soul immortal mounts aloft sublime,. ' 
Nor seeks in glory bound. 

Where joy and pleasure's found, 

Th' acclaim of thousands in the flood of time. 

If earthly plaudits gave delight in heaven. 

If conquest's laurels grac’d the man above, 

To glory only should our lives be given. 

Since men and angels would such fame approve. 

But oft ambition, in its daring flight. 

Mounts over crimes to gain the blood-stain’d throne; 

A fleeting triumph, or a madman’s plan ! 

The widow's sigh o'erthrows the trophy bright. 
Virtue and piety the scene disown. 

While nature shudders for the deeds of man. 
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Their charms alone adorn the human breast, 
While love’s attendant in the rosy train, 

As the warm sun by whom the world is blest, 
Guiding, the sailor o’er the trackless main. 
The chequer’d scenes of life below 
Betray more happiness than woe, 

If man enjoy’d the present hour, 

Nor sought with toil the pomp of pow’r. 
Then, fairest girl, no longer grieve. 

Since present pleasures round thee breathe ; 
Though fleet indeed the rose’s doom. 

Yet while it lives how sweet its bloom ! 


Digitized by Google 


THE CONCEALMENT OF LOVE. 


TO MRS. M. T. 

When Cupid was with labour spent, 
He nestled in a rose, 

To leaves so soft, the fragrant scent 
Invited sweet repose. 

By chance a fair one pluck’d the ftow’r 
Wherein the urchin laid ; 

She knew not then his magic pow’r> 

Her soul was ne’er betray’d! 

Cupid awoke at being prest 
So near a virgin’s heart; 

Too late she found she had carest 
A God of wond’rous art. 

ft 
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He found her lips could sweetly smile, 
Her eyes more sweetly speak ; 

Her form might Time himself beguile. 
So lovely blush’d her cheek 1 

The rose he left, before so blest 
By love’s soft balmy kiss, 

And revell’d o’er her snowy breast 
To taste of ev’ry blissv 

Of luring love, ah! then beware. 

He wounds us by surprise. 

And now he rests with Myra fair, 

And plays beneath her eyesl 
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TO TIME. 


TO MRS. E. S. 


Haste thee, O Time ! and with unsparing hand, 
From fond rememb’rance tear the rosy band 
That Love in happier hour has wove; 

Let not the art of memory retrace 

Her form, her mind adorn’d with angel grace, 

But ev’ry pa9t idea remove. 

Yet can I feel my pray’r to thee is vain, 

Vain as the wish of many a child of woe, 

Who when oppress’d with cruel pangs of pain 
Dares not allow the beam of hope to glow. 

Sad is the change, inconstant fair, 

From ardent love to deep despair ; 

Yet such my lot who gave belief 
To luring glances, beauty’s wiles, 
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Then first commenc’d my love, my grief, 

The offspring of thy faithless smiles. 

Still will the lamb who views the knife 
Bleat him unmov’d with boding care, 

Thus in the summer of my life 

I view’d and lov’d thy beauty rare j 
Thus have thy charms destroy’d my rest, 
Which had I won had made nle blest. 

Silence, oh, troubled thought! thy raving cease. 
My soul for melancholy’s paths may please, 
Give to oblivion fancy dear, • 
Forget the hours of ev’ry former joy, . 
t)f sweet rememb’rance every trace destroy, 
Even the sway of beauty’s tear ! 

Hard is the task of sin’s repentant pray’r. 

Hard ’tis to conquer proud ambition’s ire. 
Yet harder far t’ forget the inconstant fair, - 
Or quench the flames of soft affection’s fire; 
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THE LOVES OF THE SENSES. 


TO MRS. M. S. 

Proud Asia’s realms a vineyard grac’d, 

More rich, more sweet were none 
That e’er beneath the heav’ns were plac’d. 

Or caught the rays of heaven’s sun. 

There fancy held the sway ; 

Yet like a generous lord with sweet control 
So form’d the paths of velvet sod, 

That many a maid those paths has trod. 
While pleasure seem’d to lead the way, 
Lulling with ecstacy the souL 

Oft from the covert of the skies 
Would the applauding Gods look down. 
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Pleas’d with the skill of man betray’d. 

Tis said, though certain is not known. 

That oft unseen to mortal eyes 

They roam’d beneath the love* enticing shade. 

Five beauties, all as blooming fair 
As in the brightest dawn 
Of fond imagination’s morn. 

Youth can conceive, or poet gay declare. 

Beheld the charming scene ; 

And in a blithsome hour 
Of luxury, they swore 

They’d steal from heaven to th’enamell’d green 

These nymphs distinguish’d were above 
As the attendants upon Love, 

And in his aid their utmost pow’r would give; 

But on this grosser sphere below 
Mankind the maidens better know 
As the five senses, blessings where they live. 
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Twas near a heaving cloud of rain, 

That smiling all, they bent their joyous way ; 

Perchance young Love was in the train, 

For oft where,pleasure calls he’ll* stray. 

The brilliant sun had from his rays divine 
So smil’d upon the cloud in view, 

That in soft rapture it dissolv’d to dew. 
Blushing in colours as it bath’d each vine. 

Young Iris hither came. 

The youthful goddess of each glowing flame 9 • 
So fair, so bright, so lovely beaming ! 
Twas fairer than a woman’s tear 
That sorrows from a woe severe. 

And lovelier than soft beauty dreaming. 

The nymphs implor’d in smiling mirth 
That Iris to the verdant earth 

Should waft them soft* along ; 

Then on her glittering car. 
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Brighter than mom, or fev’ning star, 

Graceful they mounted in a pleasing throng. 
Soon to the destin’d vineyard they arriv’d, 
Pleas’d with . the: aerial journey made, 
Wond’ring so long they should have liv’d 
Without disporting in this cooling shade. 

First Seeing, with her eyes of blue, 

(Such melting stars are seldom seen 
Even by those who of a vision dream) 

Glanc’d on the full delicious view 
With the fond look of love ; 

No form that roams the worlds between 
Could dart more thrilling gaze of rapt’rous beam. 
She mark’d the bloom upon the grape 
Soft as the blushing virgin’s cheek; 

She mark’d the leaves of pleasing shape. 
The tendrils which the leaves entwin’d, 

As lovers in embrace combin’d, 
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And vow’d she never saw above 
A place more pleasing dearest joys to speak. 

Then Hearing caught her sister’s arm, 
Attentive to a songster’s charm, 

And heard with transport many a strain. 
That swell’d so sweetly mild and long 
As if in pity to complain 
The absence of her partner’s song. 

The melting sound at first intreating, 

Rose gradually to higher tone, 

Then pour'd its strain to grandeur high 
In deepen’d chords of majesty, 

Till gently gaining milder swell 
It linger’d in a pensive moan, 

As murm’ring waves when winds are fleeting. 
Till scarcely warbling all to silence fell. 

It was indeed a pleasing note, 

Which warbled from a feather’d throat 
Beneath a clust’ring bower; 
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The Zephyrs, grateful for the song, 

Fann’d it§ fair wings and plumes along 
With sweets from many a flower. 

Oh! Hearing ! how thy soul partook 
Of all the melody of voice ! 

Oh ! how it thrill’d thy raptur’d look 
With brightest glance of heav’nly joys ! 

Now Feeling ventur’d with a hand 
As fair, as blooming fair. 

As fresh-form’d snow in air, 

To press the velvet of the leaves ; 

And who could $uch a touch withstand? 
Their bliss confest. 

As oft she prest 
In soft and amorous wreaths. 

Then would the nymphs in archness cry, 

44 Oh, sisters ! view these tendrils joy. 
Perhaps for this they wither— die, 

For present pleasure life destroy I” 
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Yet ah, fair maid ! for touch of thine, 
Who would not death with bliss entwine? 
Thy pressure thrills the soul with love, 
And gives a taste of joys above ! 

Fond Smelling too had stole away, 

Where thick the clustering verdure lay ; 
She like the rest on pleasure bent, 

Would oft inhale the fragrant scent : 
What luxury could that eclipse, 

Of revelling so near her lips ? 

The grapes confess’d their blissfiil doom, 
And on her cheek they left their bloom ! 

Fair Tasting came, a blithsome maid, 
As any that from heaven stray’d; 

And soon her pearly teeth had parted 
Grapes whose hue with sunset vie, 

And others felt, near broken hearted, 

Not allow'd so sweet to die. 
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Oh, wanton grapes! What pleasure thine, 
About her rosydips to twine, 

Her turtle bites to feel, to share, 

Oh ! joy divine, beyond compare! 

For sweet indeed must be the bliss 
That souls etherial love to know. 

And sweet iqu&tbe the melting glow 
Imparted in Impiortal’s kiss ! 

Then back to heaven they ascended. 
Delighted at the amofous past> 

Where love and joy so close were blended, 
Ah ! pity, not for ever last ! 

While Iris ibelting in the clouds away, 
Left the bright sun the empire of the day. 
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THE NIGHT-MARE. 


TO MRS. P. 

With fair Rosa I’d toy’d, and with Rosa had play'd, 
Till the moonbeams had herald’d the night ; 

Twas in silence secure, ’neath an evergreen’s shade, 
We had stole the soft bliss of delight. 

/ • ■ 

In a fervent embrace we encircled each other, 

An embrace, oh! how tenderly sweet ! 

And we kiss’d a good night, not as sister and brother, 
But as lovers who seldom can meet. 

Then I sought my fond pillow, for ah ! who would wake 
When far absent from Rosa and love ? 

And my slumbers at first were as smooth as a lake 
Whose stream tempts the kiss of the amorous dove. 
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But soon o’er my bosom was pressing a weight, 

And of night-mares when young I had heard, 

How they teaz’d a poor babe my nurse would relate, 
With claws and wide wings like a bird. 

But, oh ! this night-mare was delightfully giv’n, 

With lips of a sweet roseate red ; 

And she breath’d such a tale, that it seem’d as if heav’n 
An angel had sent to repose on my bed. 

My whole soul was now madden’d with pleasure and joy. 
With embraces of raptures and sighs, 

When the vision withdrew all my bliss to destroy, 

And it vanish’d in haste to the skies ! 

With my arms still outstretch’d I recalled it again, 

For where’s a companion that’s dearer ? 

But as sighs to the wind, so my words were in vain, 

In fancy I only got near her. 
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Still and still its embrace o’er my bosom I felt. 

In mem’ry luxuriant arid thrilling, 

Still and still would my soul for the vision half melt. 
And' the other half also was willing. 

Abright sun-beam had glanc’d as my eye-lids were clos’d, 
And ’woke me to banish my blessing ; 

But fond fancy restor’d the fair form, when repos’d 
I had felt on my bosom so pressing. 

And I found to my joy, dearest girl ! ’twas thy shade 
That had paid me a visit while dreaming ; 

Oh ! I knew it again by the tresses which play’d 
O’er those eyes which with rapture were beaming ! 

Prythee tell me in turn, on that dear parting night 
Has my shade on thy slumbers attended f 
©id it yield to thy soul that delicious delight 
Where murmurs with kisses are blended ? 
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For if both were bo Mess’d, and if both so have rov’d, 
So sweetly to heaven been straying ! 

Together we’ll kneel, since together we’ve lav’d. 
While our hearts for such visions are praying* 
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THE MELANCHOLIC- 


TO MRS*- C< L- 

Hast thou e’er chased a pensive tear, 

When fancy roam’d to friends most dear ? 
Hast thou e’er felt a joy from woe. 

Which caus’d that pensive tear to flow f 
If such thy feelings, then the ehain 
Bringing thy mem’ry hack again 
To friendship’s warm and happy hour. 
Painting its pleasures o’er and o’er. 

In sympathy my soul has bound 

With joys, which thine long since has found- 

What though the verdant fields delight 
In April’s morn, or Cytitbia’s light? 
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What though the vi’let scents the gale, 
Which steals the fragrance of the vale? 
Yet let the -tempests of the north 
In furious thunder bellow forth. 

No more the moonlight walk is taken, 
And vi’let banks are left forsaken ; 

The gentle gales in haste retire, 

And Echo leaves the shepherds lyre. 

Such then to me thy absence brings, 
Who with thee never envied kings ; 
Thy image, constant to my sight. 

Palls ev’ry taste of fresh delight ; 

The happy past my hours employs. 

And deadens all my present joys. 

As flow , rets open to the sun, 

So am I gay with thee alone: 

But, oh ! ill-fated is my lot. 

Unpitied left,— by Love forgot. 
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If to fair Painting’s art I fly, 

Still thy fair form’s before mine eye : 

The roses tint appears as weak. 

While fancy gives thy blooming cheek ; 
And should I meet the vi’lets hue, 

The azure of thine eyes I view. 

Which soften’d with bright rapture’s glow. 
Breathes all the bliss which angels know. 
The vermeil dye pourtrays thy lips. 

Which far its ruby tint eclipse. 

In vain for me soft Music’s strain, 

It only but renews my pain. 

Is there a voice so mildly sweet, 

Whose harmony might rocks intreat ? 

Is there a note could hush the breath 
Of list’ning Zephyr, still as death ? 

Is there a melody on high. 

To charm the rulers of the sky, 
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To waken bliss, or deaden woe. 

So sweet as thine f fair girl, ohf no. 

What if thongh favour’d are my lays l 
Tis thou alone my muse obeys. 

Not surer chaste Diana guides 
The empire of the murm’ring tides 
Than is the constancy I breathe; 

From love it springs, from love I grieve. 

My vows unknown, unheard my sighs, 

He only loves, who loving— dies. 

Yet should my death so fate ordain, 

Upon the dark ensanguin’d plain. 

I’ll breathe thy name, to bless thee, for my woe 
Nor other utterance my soul shall know l 
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FANCY STEALING. 


TO MISS H. A. B. 

Oh ! I heard the sweetest strain 
That ever sooth'd the soul from pain ; 

A strain more sweet than seraph choir* 

Or floated from a muses lyre s 
Sweeter than murmurs which from Ocean rose 
When from his billows Beauty’s queen arose. 
For softer notes not e’en the gentlest wave* 
Or dying swan, e’er to the Zephyr gave. 

So liquid moving were the strains I’d heard* 
That Echo’s self forgot her answ’ring pow’rj 
To drown the angel melody she fear'd. 

And to herself in silence breath’d it o’er. 
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A sylph, who wand’ring through the fields of light. 
Hearing the lovely Syren's strain, 

Quitted his region ever bright, 

Its breathing symphony to gain. 

But, oh ! not sylph or fairy’s found, 

In all the grand etherial round. 

Whose strains the breezes bear along, 

Whose notes could equal Anna’s melting songl 

Then say, ye few whose beating hearts 
Vibrate the sounds of music’s swell, 

To whom soft melody imparts 
A more than Love himself can tell ; 

What sorrow must that breast have felt 
When the fair warbler ceas’d her sway, 
Leaving the mournful soul to melt 
In anguish for her absent lay. 

But he, the sylph, with gen’rous pow’r. 

By melancholy mild subdued, 
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When Anna’s harmony was o’er 
My sorrow with compassion viewed* 

And o’er my eyelids pass’d his wand, 

Which gave me to the sweetest sleep. 

While soothing dreams of fairy land 
Each sense in dear delirium steep. 

Methought fair Fancy seem’d to say, 
u Oh ! come with me from Earth, away*” 

And in embrace divine she stole 
The spirit of my very soul. 

How shall a clay-form’d being tell 
The charms which o’er her bosom swell l 
For, oh ! ’twas sweeter than a lover feels, 

When roving through the silent woodland shade*' 
The dearest bliss a melting moment steals 
From Love, a rite by tender Beauty paid : 

’Twas even softer than the honied dews 

Which hang on lips when Rapture’s kiss is given, 
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Lovelier than tell-tale Mushes which suffuse 
Consenting maids, who look from Earth to Heaven! 
’Twas more than these I felt, when prest 
In transport to fiur Faney’s breast; 

For I in youthful hour have rov'd. 

And felt how fond dear woman lov'd. 

Around us flew a mystic veil 
Which cast upon her charms a shade. 

Serving to heighten, not conceal 
The graces which beneath it play’d. 

She bore me to the bright abode 
Of sister spirits, sweetly fair; 

To plains by angels only trod, 

With forms of light etherial air. 

From eVry snowy breast was hung. 

In graceful ease, a golden lyre ; 
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The Muses at a distance sung, 

While sportive Loves increas’d the choir. 

Then Fancy touch’d her breathing lute, 
With ecstacy each cheek was flush’d; 

Each sister spirit’s voice was mute, 

And ev’ry Muse with rapture hush’d. 

The sounds in pleasing cadence stealing, 
Mov’d in the softest strain along; 

They wak’d the chords of finest feeling, 
And Nature smil’d at Fancy’s song! 

But though the strain was soft as gales 
Which only o’er the viTet stray, 

Yet had I heard, in Devon’s vales, 

A sweeter and more melting lay. 

And yet ’twas not my ear which caught 
The notes of Fancy’s magic art; 
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Oh, no ! with gentler accent fraught, 

I found them echoed from my heart. 

For Anna oft the notes had breath’d, 
Soothing with ecstacy my soul; 

And Fancy in her strain had wreath’d 
The melody from her she stole. 

“ Oh, Fancy! bear me back again,” 

I gently sigh’d ; for yet I lov’d 

The mem’ry of a lovelier strain, 
Although so far inferior mov’d. 

She heard me With a smiling eye, 
Owning she stole the song from you! 

The source where Pity caught her sigh. 
Arid Rapture gain’d its dearest dew. 

Back then to Earth with sunshine wing 
We flew the sons of air among, 
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Who all in musing silence seem’d 
In transport at the lay she’d sung; 

And sylphs conceiv’d they had but dream’d. 
Since none had heard so sweet e’en Fancy sing! 

My slumbers by the morning’s glow 
Were broken, and I wak’d to woe ; 

For Fancy could not breathe the song 
In swelling strain So warbling long. 

That you so true can tune alone, 

To Nature, Bliss, or Pity’s tone. 

Then let me hear your voice for ever. 

While sylphs admiring round you shine; 
And from your rapt’rous notes divine. 

Part my fond soul, oh! never, never! 

In your deep thrilling melody is given 

So much of angel Pleasure’s warmest beam, 
’Twould but increase the purest joys of Heaven* 
And add to Transports sleep — a dearer dream. 
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REFLECTION’S STANZAS. 


WRITTEN FROM MOUNT EDGECUMBE. 
TO MISS H. O. 

Stay, passing stranger: pause thee here awhile; 

Stay and refresh thee in the breeze, whose wing 
Wantonly flutters o’er the cooling tide. 

If gay thy lot, and mirth thy happier share, 
Lending to many an hour its blithsome smile; 

If youth still bless thee with its joyous spring. 
Untroubled yet by sorrow or despair, 

Here pause, while calm reflections o’er thee glide. 

The pleasing prospect of the pathless main, 
Reflecting many a ray of light divine, 
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Places the soul in ecstacy and praise. 

And if to thee the draught of woe is given, 

The sad misfortune, or the pangs of pain, 

Thy heart to sorrow may this joy combine. 
That if to thee unknown its various ways, 

Yet Virtue ever guides the soul to Heaven ! 

Or, if of sex to loveliness allied, 

Thou seek’st repose for one false step astray. 

If traitor man thy bosom has betray’d, 

Stealing thy quiet, as he left thee woe : 

Oh ! hapless victim, let thy tears subside, 

And memory’s wounds this blissful scene repay; 
Heaven will guard thee! much lov’d, injur’d maid! 
And chase the tear misfortune taught to flow. 

The crime was his, although the shame be thine. 
Whose luring snares and prostituted vows 
Thy heart encircled, as the viper twines 
’Mid the luxuriance of a damask rose. 
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Dread conscience waits him from a PowV divine, 
Whose arm fair innocence and truth espouse ; 

And He who rob’d in radiant glory shines 
Will blast his sin, and bless thee with repose. 

Think, while thou view’st yon stately fabric’s doom, 
How fleet this troubled travel to the grave! 

Think of the numbers, once as sad as thee. 

With sorrow’s portion there for ever rest. 

But, oh ! beyond it dissipate thy gloom, 

A Saviour waits the supplicant to save ! 

Calm then thy thoughts, fair child of misery, 

While sweet Religion soothes thy beating breast. 

But happier far, perchance thou com’st with speed 
To gain the parting sigh, or farewell tear; 

While o’er the lucid bosom of the wave 
Thy lover roams in quest of laurell’d Fame. 

Sweeter than vi’lets on th’ enamell’d mead 
Is such a suffrage of a love sincere, 
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While he who quits thee pants for actions brave, 

To please thy bosom, and adorn his name. 

Most noble thought ! of Heaven surely born ! 

To leave the pleasures of inglorious ease. 

Nor mourn the fickle joys of Beauty's charms 
When Honour calls, and Glory points the way. 

. Then, fair one, dry the tear, which flows forlorn. 
Nor with thy sighs increase the fresh'ning breeze ; 

For he who quits th' embraces of thine arms 
Soon will return, obedient to their sway. 

Here view,- amid the foliage all around, 

The name of many a lover stands enroll'd ; 

Trac'd when the heart with tenderness subdued 
Forgot each care, while musing on its love. 

The mournful maids, who consolation found 
In carving names, which Mem'ry's whisper told. 

Like thee at parting have their heroes view'd 
With all the pangs such feeling bosoms move. 
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To each one’s share the cap of anguish falls ; 

Such is the will of ever bounteous Heav’n; 

Yet, oh ! but think thee of the numerous woes 
Which far surpass the misery of thine ! 

When thou’st compar’d what little now befalls 
To thee, with sorrows unto others giv’n, 

The smile will revel where the tear-drop flows, 

As when the tempest’s o’er the sun-beams shine. 

Or if still younger, yet in youth’s fair prime. 
Thou, thoughtless child of unreflecting years! 
Should’st hither stray, oh ! let the prospect wake 
A sense of virtue, and its Maker’s praise. 

With soul untainted by a thought of crime,. 

Or heart untroubled with the weight of years. 
Here first reflect - t the paths of Honour take. 
Whose ways on bliss the soul to Heaven raise. 

Seek to be known by aets of glorious name, 
Gaining the tribute from the wise and good ; 
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Climb the rough path that on to glory leads, 

To noblest actions which adorn the breast. 

To Heaven only consecrate thy fame, 

Nor, too ambitious, e’er delight in blood ; 

It is not slaughter decorates his deeds, 

Or makes the conq’ror feel more highly blest. 

This transient scene still hurries to a dose, 

And honest worth’s the happiest prize below ; 

For if remember’d as the scourge of man, 

Praises are cancell’d by the curse that’s given ! 

Where is the joy t’ increase thy neighbours woes? 
Or cause the tear from widow’d eyes to flow ? 

When after all this journey's but a span, 

A thorn-wove way, which leads us on to Heaven. 
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THE FIRST KISS. 

TO MISS M. E. 

Oh !■ ’twas a lover of voluptuous soul 
With glowing fancy blest 
Regardless of control ! 

Who broke the bounds of pleasure, wild 
As a dear wanton child, 

Thoughtless of future on its mother’s breast ; 
That once on bank of fragrant sweet, 
Where roses with soft vilets meet, 
Press’d the fair Tha’fs to his heart, 

Its warmest ardour to impart. 

Thai‘s the beauty of the blooming fair ! 
Whose breath the scented Zeph’rs caught, 
Then with a purer fragrance fraught 
Play’d o’er her neck, or with her flowing hair. 
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Oh ! tempting time, for wanton wiles 
Basking ’neath her dimpled smiles, 

It was, indeed, a rapturous hour ! 

He, the fond swain, the moment to improve, 
Throbb’d with the impulse to declare a love 
That would a mutual dame implore. 

Fair Modesty his breast inspir’d. 

Scarcely he breath’d what all his soul desir’d, 

And near had hush’d his tale ; 

Mild was his accent, and his sighs 
Soft as the murmurs which arise 

When lucid streams are wav’d by western gale. ' 

The lover’s lips approach’d the virgin’s ear ; 

(And was not rosy Cupid near ? 

Oh ! sure he revell’d on her cheek. 

And taught her eyes his voice to speak.) 

Vain the attempt, the amorous swain 

Felt that soft tumult which with-stay’d his strain ; 
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Yet who that ever felt the fire 
Which Thai's always must inspire 
Could from that cheek or from those eyes retire ? 

Though speech was to his lips denied, 

Their power still he softly tried 
Her soul in luxury to move; 

Although he breath'd no words of bliss, 

He thrill'd her bosom with a kiss, 

The balmy kiss of love ! 

A 

Oh ! what a tint of Heaven arose 
In the sweet flush 
Of roseate blush 

That o'er the cheek of Thai's came ; 

Its hue more lovely than the loveliest rose 
That e'er in climes of warmest aspect blows. 

And softer than fair Dian's flame. 

As when the surface of the wave receives 
(Scarce ruffled by the breeze) the rainbow's zone. 
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Beam’d her bright cheek, and thus her bosom heaves 
Beneath that blush where all the virgin shone. 

The lover gay confess’d his joy, 

And Cupid smil’d with new success, 

Vowing a kiss should words destroy, 

And all Olympus join’d the oath to bless. 
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THE REQUEST. 

TO MISS M. L. 

Sure, dear delighted child of pleasure, 
Thou ’st found of life the brightest treasure, 
The soothing art, continual smile, 

Which can thy ling’ring hours beguile, 
Making thee sport in frolic’s glow, 

While Wit and Laughter round thee flow. 

But in those blithsome hours of joy 
Can no dull thought thy bliss destroy ? 

And like a dark tempestuous cloud, 

Which hides the sun’s beam in its shroud. 
Spread o’er thy smiles a pensive gloom, 

A dread of miseries to come? 
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When thou shalt wake from pleasure’s trance, \ 
And snatch of life a transient glance, ^ 4 ; . , j 

Thou’lt find extremes the nearest flow, 

And sweetest bliss oft turns to woe ; 

As prospects which so fair appear 
Are barren mountains when we’re near. 

That shining wit, whose sparkling rays ; 

Could warm e’en Envy’s soul to praise, 

On dread delirium borders nigh # ; 

Oh ! worse than death such’ misery. 

That melancholy shades the bliss, 

And follows rapture’s balmy kiss. 

Then^ dearest girl, thou’lt find the^ sting 
Which disappointment oft will bring, 

When angel Hope to thee has given 
Such views as breathe the joys of Heaven, 

• “ Great wits to madness nearly are allied.” pope. 
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And ne'er has realiz'd delight, 

But left thee at her utmost height : 

While like a babe whose outstretch'd arms 
Vainly would court its mother's charms, 

Who views her nursling on the plain 
Essay her wish'd-for kiss to gain ; 

Thou'lt find the pleasing phantom rise 
A native of etherial skies ! 

Then sport thee still in present pleasure, 
And Heaven thank for such a treasure; 

Nor wake thee from its pleasing dream, 

But ever keep it for thy theme : 

Yet should a mournful moment come 
To check the lustre of thy bloom, 

Then teach me how my life to share 
So sweetly with thee, void of care : 
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Learning, philosophy, I’ll leave, 

For wisest thou, who never grieve : 

Yet if still softer joys we’d prove, 
Together may we learn to love ; 

Such scholars, dearest, Joy would bless 
With many a lesson of success ! 
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LOVE ON THE WAVE. 


TO MISS I. C. D. 

Say, bast thou seen, on blithsome day, 

A butterfly 'mid roses play ? 

Each fragrant bloom receives the kiss, 
Variety's the soul of bliss. 

Or hast thou view'd in smiling spring 
The nestling try its tender wing ? 

With timid pinion panting flies, 

Then dauntless skims along the skies. 

So Cupid in a sportive mood 
With fear beheld the lucid flood, 

Yet wish’d his conq'ring pow’rs to prove 
Who would control the wish of Love i 
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Two sister swans adorn’d the wave, 

And lur’d the wanton God to lave ; 

As am’rous Jove seducing fair*, 

When Leda was his bosom’s care. 

Their tow’ring necks of virgin snow 
Receiv’d his arrows and his bow ; 

A new delight entranc’d the boy, 

For novelty to Love was joy ! 

The laughing youth with tim’rous hand 
Entwin’d their necks with silver band ; 

Then div’d beneath the shining tide, 

In raptures soft the waves divide. 

A sight so fair is seldom seen, 

Two lovely swans — a God between ! 

The winds and waves in joy were pressing, 

And Zephyr breath’d o’er Love a blessing ; 

* Leda, the wife of Tyndarus, was seduced by Jupiter in the 
shape of a swan. 
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Till tired with the lucid play, 

He kiss’d the swans, and flew away. 

To thee he came, with matchless beauty blest. 
And sunk reclining on thy snowy breast; 

From thence securely all his arrows fly, 

And where the wound’s uncur’d, ’tis bliss — to die. 


OH ! FIE. 


TO MRS. G. H. P. 

Why, when I ask one kiss and sigh, 

Do’st thou, fair Thai’s, say, Oh ! fie ? 

Or do’st thou not of joy approve? 

Or is it sin, dear girl, to love ? 

Sure ’twas not right to scorn of Heaven 
The dearest feeling it has given, 

Its own ecstatic bliss ! 

And Heav’n it was in generous hour, 
When sparkling nectar warm’d the soul. 
While pleasure sway’d without control, 
That taught the lips to kiss, 

Giving delight still sweeter than before. 
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Then leave the cold, unfeeling strain, 

Which only gives the bosom pain ; 

Vain is the heart which would aspire 
To see thee, and not feel desire 
For luxury and joy, 

Which such a form could well bestow 
(If e’er its veins with rapture glow) 

On some enamour’d boy ! 

Thus when I ask one kiss and sigh. 

Do not, fair Thais, say, Oh! fie: 

For what’s the world and all its fame ? 

At best a shadow, or a name ; 

As fleeting as the varied flow’r 
Which dies and blossoms in an hour. 

’Tis Love which mounts on Pleasure’s wing, 
That gives to life the glowing spring ; 

Its pleasing prospects still inspire 
The ardent wish and warm desire ; 

’Tis the bright glowing sun of youth’s fair morn 
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And if his transient day 
Meet not its cheering. ray, 

How cold, how wretched, miserable and forlorn ! 
The misanthrope may heave the sigh, 

And after years of sorrow, die. 

But thou wast bom for love and bliss ; 

Then bless me, Thais, with a kiss, 

Nor say again, — Oh ! fie. 
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THE ADMONITION. 


TO MISS L. L. 

Scorn the dull, cold, dispassion’d sage, 
Who with delightful Love would wage 
Harsh war; and tell thee all is woe 
Which mortals ever feel below : 

Forbid thy tender breast to move 
With the soft ecstacies of love ! 

Shall such a lesson, so severe, 

Thy soul from ev’ry pleasure tear ? 

Shall Time efface that blushing cheek, 
And dim those eyes which sweetly speak 
What Modesty must love to feel, 
Though check’d her wishes to reveal ? 
Could Love endure so hard a lot, 

His vows by thee despis’d, forgot f 
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Oh! no, die wanton youth would ary. 

And move thy soul to sympathy. 

Then soom the sage, for can’st thou say 
Thy heart has never gone astray. 

When in the balmy hour of rest 
Thon’st soar’d to regions of the blest? 

When as in joy entranc’d thou’st lain. 
Nature o’er Fancy held the reign, 

Thon’st felt, or thooght thon’st felt, the bliss 
Imparted in a lovers kiss? 

Then Nature’s child, fair Thais, prove. 

And leave Philosophy for Lore! 


B 







THE DREAM. 


■v 


TO MBS. M. T, , 

And was it not a darling dream 
When Rosa was my fancy’s theme, 
When all her charms in bright array. 
Like the effulgent God of day. 
Uprose in majesty of light? 

Ye Gods ! it was a lovely sight ! 

She bore a joy-inspiring lyre. 

And tun’d her notes to fond desire; 
Awhile melodiously she sung, 

And love on ev’ry accent hung. 

Then bade me swiftly to arise, 

And mount with her etherial skies ! 
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Methought we left the scanty earth 
For realms of everlasting mirth, 

Where Joy and Pleasure ever reign. 

And Sorrow flies the happy plain ; 

When mingling with the blitbsome throng, 
Again to mirth she tun’d her song. 

The Sun his brilliancy unfurl’d, 

Blessing with rosy light the world ; 

As jealous of my transient joy, 

His rays my happiness destroy ; 

To Heaven swift the vision flew, 

And darted from my eager view. 

Tell me, my love, hast thou forgot 
That time, the hardness of our lot, 

When on the verge of Heaven’s bliss, 

In haste thou snatch’d the honied kiss ? 
With just such woe I left my dream, 
Where Rosa was my fancy’s theme. 
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PREJUDICE. 


TO MRS. M. 

Why, when with thee (oh ! dearest hour, 
Lending its charms when pleasure’s o’er, 
Whisp’ring sweet memory, to tell 
The parting look and fond farewell,) 
Should I, my Anna, so control 
The warm effusions of my soul ? 

Or check the rising pulse of bliss 
Which throbs to steal an am’rous kiss ? 

It is but Prejudice, — the child 
Of some inhospitable wild, 

Where, born in Terror’s lonely shed, 
*Twas cradled in a frozen bed; 

Whose soul ne’er tasted, warm and free, 
The milk of soft humanity; 
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And never felt the transport blest 
Of slumb’ring on fair woman’s breast. 
The offspring’s form Ill-nature rear’d. 
While Envy’s self its mind endear’d, 
And in a hated moment stole 
Affection from its iron soul; 

While Harpies, rising from below, 
Taught it to smile at other’s woe, 

To canker many a virgin’s heart, 
Nature and love at once to part ; 

To reft the dearest blessing given 
To sorrow’d man, by pitying Heaven. 
Death from his ghastly palace view’d 
Its heart, by Pity ne’er bedew’d, 

And plac’d it in his pallid train, 

Fresh victims for his realms to gain 5 
To Earth th’ infernal phantom sent, 

On misery and sorrow bent. 

Faded virginity received 

The gift which ranc’rous spleen reliev’d; 
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And Superstition found a friend, 

The mind of Ignorance to bend. 

But sure, my Anna, thou must scorn 
Its dictates, chilling and forlorn, 

Nor let its shackles e’er entwine 
The pleasing pow’r of love divine ! 

In vain it may exert each art 
To damp the feelings of my heart, 

In vain its clay-cold lessons prove 
How idly dull, how sinful, love ! 

Twere easier to stay the sphere 
While circling in its grand career, 

Or bid the tow’ring mountains rise, 

O’ertop the clouds, and meet the skies. 

Is it denied the dew is sweet 
Which flows when lovers kisses meet ? 

Or would its rule at once destroy 
The thrilling ecstacies of joy, 

When Transport lights the sparkling blush. 
And Rapture mingles in the flush. 
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Or lends the wat’ry eye the beam 
Of pleasure, which but angels dream ? 
Oh ! never, never, can its sway 
Dull the bright glance of passion’s ray* 
Lighting the soul those joys to share, 
Felt by the children of the air, 

Who float on soft aflection’s tide, 

While smiling Loves around them glide. 
Hast thou in pensive mood e’er trod 
Where groups of lilies de<?k the sod, 

And view’d upon the snow-topp’d bed 
A spiteful thorn’s envenom’d head ? 

So Prejudice would taint the mind 
Where Love alone should favour find. 
Then let no thorn thy peace invade, 

Or o’er thy lilies cast its shade ; 

Let passion breathe its ndtive strain, 

And bless me with that look again, 
Which speaks the dearest blessing given 
To sorrow’d man, by pitying Heaven ! 


jessy: 



How sweet along the beach to stray 
While curling waves are sporting near, 

When thought is wand’ring far away 
On Friendship's joys, to Mem'ry dear. 

Yet does the scene to me impart 
A melancholy shade of woe, 

And Pity's tear bedews my heart, 

Which soft Compassion bids to flow. 

Twas here I view'd the sweetest fair, 
When bliss appear'd to have no morrow*; 

But Love, who lull'd each rising care, 
Begot her woe, and nurs'd her sorrow. 
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Oft with her Henry would she tread 
The mazes of each thicket’s shade; 

But, ah! deceiving Henry fled. 

And Mis’ry gain’d another maid. 

Soft as the tide around thee flows 
From him a lover’s accents fell. 

Chaste as the moon above thee glows, 

Her heart ador’d him much too well. 

For like the waves, each moment stealing 
Still further o’er the shell-clad shore, 

So he awak’d each tender feeling 
But to distress the maid the more ; 

As they, when once the strand they’ve prest, 
Will from its delving lap recede, 

So Henry left his Jessy’s breast, 

While angels blush’d for mortal’s deed! 
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In vain the tear of anguish came 
Her soul from Henry's form to sever; 

Tears ! will they quench a lover's flame i 
Or steep Affliction's wounds ? Oh ! never. 

Grief of her mind possession took. 

Pale Melancholy mark’d her cheek, 

Rapture forgot the virgin’s look, 

Nor Transport bid her eyes to speak. 

Reason, as treacherous a* the wind, 

Sought through the Heavens brightest view 

(His empire to resume) a mind, 

As pure as hers, when first he knew. 

In vain she roam'd the desart wild 
With mournful note of angel song ; 

The vales beheld her Mis'ry's child. 

And Echo breath'd her woes along. 
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Till burthen’d with the weight of grief, 
And loathing life which knew but pain ; 

She sought in death a sad relief 
Beneath the bosom of the main ! 

Each Naiad of the purest stream 
Receiv’d her shade, divinely bright ; 

Fair as the forms which poets dream 
When roving ’mong the sons 5 of light. 

The waves, relenting at their pow’r 
Which call’d her to a kinder sphere, 

Murmur’d, awhile her corse they bore 
To where she’d roam’d with Henry dear. 

Aurora’s rays beheld the maid, 

Ere yet the eye of man had trac’d 

The snowy neck where Love had play’d. 

Or cheek which dimples once had grac’d 
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And stay’d a moment on her way 
To pay the debt from pity due, 

And while a cloud unveil’d her ray 
She bath’d the virgin with her dew. 

To ye who stray this shore along, 
Musing on joys to Mem’ry dear. 
Grieve for the maid of sorrow’d song, 
And mourn fair Jessy with a tear. 
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JUPITER AND LEDA» 


TO MBS. H. N. 

The purpling clouds betray’d the morning nigh, 

And glittering pearl o’erspread the glowing mead, . 
The skylark warbled through the sky, 

Sweet as the strain of Dorian reed 
When Orpheus charm’d the rocks and trees. 

And (by his symphony beguil’d) 

Hush’d the mild murmurs of the western breeze. , 
All Nature smil’d • 

And ev’ry flower wore its brightest view, 

And ev’iy stream in rapture seem’d to flow; 

The hills and woods look’d gay. 

And early caught the ruddy morning’s glow. 
Charming the sight, delightful was the view, , - 
Of such an op’ning to the cheerful day. 
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Now had fair Leda from her sweet repose. 

In charms of loveliness array’d, 

By beauteous Innocence more lovely made, 
Bright as the sun which o’er her beauty shone 
In elegance arose, 

Hiding those graces which allure the eye, 

And raise the soul-desiring sigh, 

In flowing mantle and a diamond zone. 

With airy step of majesty and grace 
Adown she hasten’d to the silver stream, 

The am’rous Zephyr met her fond embrace, 
Sweetly awaken’d from his early dream ; 

While heighten’d by its bliss 
Stole from each scented bower, 

From every op’ning flower, 

Its richest fragrance to improve his kiss. 

Now was she near the lucid wave 
That, jealous of the west- wind’s charms, 

Had ruffled to his gale : 
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Yet ’twas a gentle stream, where willows meet 
Whose branches fan you whilst their shades intreat, 
Which murmur'd soft alarms ; 

Yet not too soft, too pleasing, to avail 
Was the fond melody they gave. 

For Leda left th’ inconstant wind. 

And loos’d her circling band, 

And cast upon the sand 
Her robes, the pleasures of the stream to find. 

The rippling wave. 

Which, when her form she gave to Heaven’s view, 
Receiv’d resemblance true, 

Now wanton grown, allur’d that form to lave - r 
At first it would recede 
From the impression of her sylph-form’d feet, 
Yet soon return’d upon th’enamell’d mead 
Her love-inspiring warmth to meet ; 

Like the soft gaze of fond Desire’s eye 
When bosoms palpitating move, 
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Which but withdraws its wat’ry beam 
But to renew with warmer ecstasy 
The thrilling glance of that dear dream 
Which even virgins love ! 

Till by its sporting led 
She rush’d with fondest pleasure to its arms ; 

Then how it ope’d its amorous bed. 
Closing in trembling luxury her charms ! 

It kiss’d her o’er and o’er, 

And ev’ry grace each burning blush imprest 
Play’d on her lip, and revell’d on her breast. 
Pleas’d and enraptur’d with the bliss it bore. 

Jove from his throne th’ enticing scene perceiv’d, 
And new delight entranc’d th’ impetuous God! 
For Leda fair 

Had left the cool, delving tide, 

And as afraid such luxuries to see, 

Hid all her bosom with her golden hair; 
While at her loss the waves in murmurs griev’d, 
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Till lull'd by pleasure of the strain 
She press’d the velvet of the plain, 

And slumber’d on the violet sod, 

As sinks the sun upon the waveless sea, 
Which sparkles brilliant ’till his rays subside! 

Soon as the God, in majesty of light 
Brighter than ever yet adorn’d the west, 

View’d such a peerless sight, 

Her charms, her beauty, he at once confest. 

And thus the mighty Jove 
Inspir’d and advis’d by Love, 

Sought on her bosom to be more than blest. 

In stately majesty was seen to glide 
Over the bosom of the tide 
A graceful swan, in fairest plumage drest $ 

It seem’d its elegance to view 
As conscious of superior hue. 

For never swan more beauty yet possest ; 
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Now it had steer’d in undulations gay 
Where the half-slumb’riog, lovely Leda lay, 
And to her ear it stole ; 

Gently it warbled such melodious strains, 

Such half-breath’d echoes came 
From the high hills beyond the golden plains, 
That any saint-like soul 
Would for its tnusic have conceivM a flame ! 

Leda had heard the soothing note, 

Soft as when heav’nly choir 
Of angels tune the lyre, 

And with a melting eye 
Had glanc’d upon the songster such a gaze, 
Which, though it did not love denote. 

It bid it, — not to die : 

’Twas such a look indeed 
As never made a lover bleed ; 

Commingling sympathy and praise ! 
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Just as she turn’d her wand’ring eye 
(Which seem’d a milder radiance to disclose 
But scarce awaken’d from her dear repose) 
O’er the bright azure of the sky, 

She view’d with horror the destructive bird 
Which bears the thunderbolts of Jove ! 

What could she do f 
Her lovely swan had ceas’d its lay, 

And trembling all the cruel fate perceiv’d ; 
Ah ! to fair Leda what a mournful view ! 

Ah ! how her bosom fear’d 
The eagle mark’d it for his prey ; 

Her tender soul with inward pity griev’d, 
And sigh’d — “ Oh! spare my love !” 

More eager never beauteous child 
Flew to its dearest mother’s breast 
Than the fond swan to Leda’s arms, 
Who felt the warmest flame of lQve, 

And bush’d in luxury,— alarms ; 
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Soothing each terror wild 
In the embrace divine of Jove, 

Whose fervent kiss his ecstasies confest. 

The eagle, pleas'd at the affright 
He'd caus'd the royal pair, 

Left them to revel in delight ; 

And soar'd aloft along the fields of air 
To gain some other prey, or such another sight 
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THE CHORD OF SYMPATHY. 


TO MISS M. S. 

Tub soul of many a web is wove, 

The labour of an angel’s loom ; 

And many a thread is form’d by Love, 

To bless it in its earthly doom. 

Our passions strike these chords at pleasure. 
As Reason seldom shields the heart ; 

Of woe or bliss they fill the measure, 

Just as they vibrate to their art. 

O’er many a chord of texture fine 
Fair Fancy holds imperial sway. 

Each soft sensation to refine, 

And points to Joy the rosy way. 
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Bright golden Hope, with glowing hand, 
Strikes with full swell the vital lyre ; 

Resistless is her bold command 
As tender Love’s delusive fire. 

Yet far beyond these open strings 
A secret thread in silence lies ; 

But once its sweetest strain it brings. 
Then lost in echo, — mildly dies ! 

Dear Sympathy this chord has blest; 
With heav’nly harmony it glows, 

If in soft unison is prest 

A soul, whose strain responsive flows. 

But if no other soul is strung, 

Its breathing symphony is vain: 

The chord that angel pow’r has hung 
Will never swell in tune again! 
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WHY HAVE WE MET? 


TO MRS. M. B. 

Why have we met? since doom’d by Heaven 
Our souls from bliss so soon to part, 

As, jealous of delight once given, 

It sought the pang to rend my heart. 

Oh ! had I never heard thy sigh, 

Or had I never seen the tear 
Which mantling in thy beaming eye 
Brought Admiration from its sphere ; 

Or had I never lov’d thy smile. 

Which might avert a maniac’s woe, 

And sullen grief with joy beguile, 

Or add to bliss a richer glow : 
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Then had my soul forgot each care. 

Still thoughtless of the rising morrow, 

Unheard the raving of despair, 

Unmark’d the musing moan of sorrow ! 

I saw a smiling babe of bliss 
In blushing loveliness array’d, 

Such as might tempt a vestal’s kiss, 

Or coldest piety betray’d, 

Snatch from its stem a lily fair, 

And to his mother bear the prize ; / 

Before its sweet enrich’d, the air 
It wither’d,— and with beauty, dies ! 

Oh ! might my soul so fleet away . 

When morrow comes without thy charms; 

But mem’ry bids thy form to stay, 

While absence tears thee from my arms. 
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Mark’d thou the gentle waves divide, 

As o’er their bosom glides the float? 

Saw’st thou the foam of meeting tide 
Betray the passage of the boat ? 

Another wave erases soon, 

And all again is smooth as sky, 

As fickle as their ruling moon. 

Forgot as fleet as lover’s sigh! 

So will thy changing heart erase 
The memory it once held dear ; 

And Fancy’s art will faintly trace 

What Friendship favour’d with a tear. 

Such is the cruel fate bestow’d 

On minds of e’en the gentlest cast. 

That where the pulse of rapture glow’d 
When o’er — its memory is past. 
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LOVE ASLEEP. 


TO ME 9. E. B. 

How mild were the rays of the fair setting sun, 

As lately I stray’d in the green valley’s shade, 

While the calm of the eve, which so sweetly begun. 
Increas’d by the zepbyr-breath’d echoes that play’d! 

Then tell me who feels not the sigh of delight, 

When roaming unheeded through meadows alone, 

While Philomel pours her soft plaint to the night, 
Which winds o’er the mountains, who answer her 
moan? 

Reclin’d on a bank with sweet daisies o’erspread. 

The half-whispered sheep-bell had lull’d me to rest; 

The visions of fancy hung light o’er my head, 

And calm’d with delight ev’ry throb of my breast. 
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Ob , Bessy ! ’twas thee in my dream that appear’d, 
Adorn’d with the form of the children of air, 

Thy smile had a group of the Graces endear’d. 

And Love on the wing was entwining thy hair. 

Fond Pity had sent a bright tear to thine eye, 

Or Rapture asserted her soft melting art ; 

Young Love from thy bosom had rais’d half a sigh, 

• And Sympathy finish’d the sound from my heart. 

A babe hast thou seen in its fond mother’s arms, 

In soft slumber dreaming of infantine bliss; 

A smile of delight seems to heighten its charms* 
And plays on its lip, tempting angels to kiss ! 

Thus wander’d my soul in its late pleasing dream, 
As wishing to quit altogether its sphere; 

With luxury melting in Transport’s bright beam, 

It felt that no longer its station was here ! 
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Methought, that o’ercome by Love’s pleasing control. 
Who borrow’d from Pity her soft stealing aid. 

While Rapture and Transport had stray’d to thy soul, . 
Thou gently reclin’d by my side in the shade. 

Oh ! then the delight was so thrillingly sweet. 

Fair fancy was lost in the soul-melting glow, 

For angels alone in Elysium who meet 

Such kisses arid sighs of rich luxury know. 

Perhaps ’twas by one I so dearly was blest, 

O’ercome by a sense of voluptuous delight, 

Who breath’d his o’erflowings of bliss on my breast. 

In generous mood on that love-dreaming night. 

In vision Fd felt ev’ry joy that is dearest 
To one who the kiss of warm tenderness proves ; 

Such charms, they who feel them, he surely is nearest 
Who sinks to repose with the nymph he most loves. 
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And sweet was my waking, ’twas caus’d by the sound 
Which rivals the plaint of the nightingale's strain; 
And joy was my fate, for dear Bessy I found 
Had warbled the notes as I slept on the plain. 

But though the fond Muse has delighted to dwell 
What Fancy in vision so tenderly wove, 

No language or art she confesses can tell 
The soul-thrilling raptures of waking-felt Love ! 
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TO 


THE MOURNFUL MARIA, 

ON THE DEATH OF HER BROTHER, WHO PERI8HED 
IN A NAVAL ENGAGEMENT. 

In vain the setting sun’s effulgent rays 
Illum’d the azure of etherial skies, 

Warming the souls of Seraphim to praise ; 

And vain the joy that with their homage flies ! 

A sudden gloom o’erspread each brighter sphere, 

Maria wept — and angels mourn’d her tear. 

Fair, feeling Friendship ! from thy blest abode 
(For sure thy mansion’s in the purest Heaven) 

Leave thy divine retreat, 

Where angel spirits in thy union meet, 
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Chaunting in glory to thy parent God ! 

And beg thy minstrel's trespass be forgiven. 

Though sad rememb’rance follows on her strain. 

Yet ’tis a Muse who would impart relief; 

For she who mourns what angel would refuse 
The earliest tribute of her fairest muse? 

Or try her powers to assuage a grief 

That kills the mourner, while its pangs are vain ? 

In happier hour hast thou ever chose 
To raise the blossom of the blushing rose ? 

To rear a rival to thy blooming cheek ? 

Or hast thou ever cull’d the vi’let’s dye, 

Whose tint betrays the azure of thine eye, 

Without its power to so sweetly speak ? 

And hast thou never mourn’d their fate forlorn 
When blacken’d storms have all their beauties tom? 
Oh ! from that breast of tenderness a sigh 
Has mourn’d their lot^ and made it bliss—* to die! 
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Yet dost thou think no other flow’rets share 
The fatal rigours of tempestuous air i 
And though no bosom with thine own can glow 
In living lustre, brighter than the snow, 

Or, what is fairer in an angel’s sight, 

Disclose the seat of innocence and truth, 

Yet can’st thou think no other bosoms heave 
Their little sighs, and for their flow’rets grieve, 
Which late imparted pleasure and delight, 

Th’ intended nose-gay for some favour’d youth f 

Dry then the tear which Heaven weeps to see, 
And rouse thy feelings from disastrous woe ; 
Think of the thousands more unblest than thee, 
Who sigh unheard, whose tears unpitied flow ! 

Affection’s flame is not a native here, 

’Tis far too pure, too heavenly, and fine ; 

Born in a calmer and a happier sphere. 

It boasts a parent God, and pow’r divine ! 
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Then, when to quit this ever transient dream 
Thy sister-spirits shall thy soul invite, 

Thy brother's love shall cast a brighter beam, 
Mingling with thine, and Paradise delight. 

To mourn thy loss in melancholy gloom 
Is but arraigning at the will of HeaVn, 

Who, at thy grief displeas’d, 

Will dull the lustre of thy beauty’s bloom, 

And then below, appeas’d 

Will waft thy shade to bliss— as pitied and forgiv’n. 

Think not a harsher feeling than thine own 
Imparts to thee its stoicism cold ; 

No, ’tis a bosom that has mourn’d, alone, 

A loss the same thy sorrows now behold. 

Snatch’d in his vigour, as an op’ning flow’r, 

Whose ev’ry day betray’d a brighter view, 
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My soul wWl’d against a sov’reign Pow’r, 
Who surely better than a mortal knew ! 

But hence the thought j^tfae port's tear bedews 
Affection’s tribute from his sorrow’d Muse, 

As if unwilling to impart relief, 

Or soothe this cold, sad sympathy of grief. 

Yet chase thy tears, nor let her plaintive strain 
Lose its effect, or try to calm in vain, 

Since if to thee she mitigates thy woe. 

Alike to me her mournful pleasures flow. 




THE EXCUSE. 


TO MISS H. A. It, 

When the young heart, just warm’d by passion’s ray, 
First feels the magic of its potent sway, 

How Fancy revels o’er each promis’d sweet. 

And hails that pleasure which she longs to meet ! 
How throbs with joy each palpitating vein. 

As they who view their native shores again 1 
Thus have I felt in youth that long is o’er. 

And mem’ry dwells with rapture on the hour : 

For oft I’ve stray’d where softest beauty’s nigh. 

And gaz’d with transport on the speaking eye; 

How oft have wish’d that beauty’s lip to press. 

And all those charms of loveliness possess ; 

Or, when the madd’ning a Bowl of bliss” was given, 
Thought that its nectar surely flow’d from Heaven* 


Then have I sung the warmly stealing strain. 

Yet it was beauty taught me to complain 
The will of Heaven ! and my bosom mourn’d, 

For who but wishes love to be return’d ? 

Yet Reason fled not ; no, she only slept, 

Sweet her repose, while had she wak’d she’d wept 
For, like yourself, she loves the righteous heart, 
And hates foul Falshood in. the robes of art. 

For Virtue’s charms of covering need none, 

Pure as the mom, unsullied as the sun. 

And oh ! forgive, — I sooth’d or lull’d her dream, 
While love and pleasure were my constant theme. 
Whose tempting snares scarce angels can refuse. 
And who first taught the rovings of my Muse. 

In folly wand’ring, sweet I thought the way, 
Wher^ all was bliss, and Fancy bid me stray : 
Love told me laws were wretched mortals skill. 

To dull the passions, and usurp the will; 

Ask’d me with syren and delicious sound, 

(For sweeter only yours on earth is found) 
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u If but for one the ev’ning songsters sing? 
u Or but for one the balmy breath of spring ? 

“ Ask’d, if for one the blushing flow’rets blow ? 
“ Or but for one meand’ring rivers flow 
What could I say ? my reason was betray’d, 
And Beauty threw o’er Piety a shade ; 
Connubial vows were held of slight control, 

Or only mark’d as trammels to the soul. 

Oh ! then, (my Muse yet blushes for her fame, 
If Fame can follow from the deeds of shame) 

I sang with rapture all the lover’s bliss. 

Dying on sighs, or trembling on a kiss. 

Yes, I have ask’d, when thus so sweet beguil’d, 
When all was luxury if Rosa smil’d ; 

Does not the Sun o’er thousand planets shine, 
And give fresh lustre to more eyes than thine ? 
Spread then like him thy kind benignant rays, 
For shines no glance like what thy look betrays. 
’Twas thus Temptation, in her syren charms, 
That call’d my yielding bosom to her arms, 
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While Virtue shudder’d at her hiring wiles* 

And sternly frown’d on her enchanting smiles. 

The error past is ne’er to be redeem’d. 

Though Folly nurs’d it, while Reflection dream’d ; 

Yet had I err’d again, again I’d stray'd, 

Charm’d by the spells of some* inspiring maid,' 

Had not I found thee where all virtues meet, 

And Beauty only paints their charms more sweet* 

Yes, thou reclaim’dst the minstrel. and his muse; 

To copy thee what angel would but choose i 
While if they love and imitate thee here, 

Still brighter charms must decorate their sphere; 

Yet, though so sweet, the frailty confest. 

With pleasure satiate, turns away my breast; 

For oft I’ve view’d the brightest talents join’d 
Where Muses mingled in their native mind. 

Where angel elegance has held centred, 

Oh ! Heaven blush ! too much of feeling’s soul. 

For who but mourns that Beauty’s smiles should prove 
A prey to sorrow, for inspiring love ? 
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Nor say, ye judges of severer mould, 

Who woman’s tears unfeelingly behold. 

That female bosoms can their wiles withstand 
When Love and Nature sway with foil command ; 
Temptation triumphs o’er the melting maid, 

As tender plants by rapid whirlwinds laid. 

Yet when I saw thee different raptures fir’d. 

And sweeter joys a purer flame inspir’d ; 

I found a mind that more than equaD’d these, 

With charms more various, and more form’d tor please, 
Where wit, with sense; and principles refin'd. 

The kindred graces of a perfect mind. 

Thrill’d all my soul with pleasure and delight, 

And glanc’d the beams of more than earthly light. 
How swiftly flew the vows to beauty giv’n ! 

Vows just as transient as the winds of Heav’n, 

When join’d' to all that We with joy beguiles 
To charms, wheje Love in rosy blushes smiles. 
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I found a dear companion to my soul, 

Where sense o’er fancy holds a just control:; 

Like one, who shiv’ring in the northern clime; 
Where gloomy darkness spreads o’er half his time, 
Hails the bright sun, that all benignant glows. 
And melts the mountains of collected snows, 

I welcom’d thee, the purest of thy race. 

Where beams attraction and each virgin grape, 
Where — but, oh! Muse, suspend thy dearest art, 
And check thy joys, the sorrows of my heart, 

Nor hang with rapture on that peerless mind, 
Belov’d by angels, and by Heav’n refin’d; 

’Tis only raising an exotic flower - 

In climes where suns have lost their genial power. 

Where, plac’d in vallies of perpetual snow. 

It feels in vain the weak-shot sun-beams glow. 

Nor dares to blossom in the wint’ry air. 

Whose cruel blast would kill its beauties rare : 

So droops an alien from its native skies, 

And born to beauty, tom by tempests— dies. 


Yet had fair Nature been our only guide, 

« 

Thy soul’s “ confession” would my bosom hide ; 
For sure thy “ chord of sympathy” is mine, 

And “ strains responsive,” fairest girl! are thine 
Yet cruel fate ordains love’s trial here, 

But to reward thee in a brighter sphere ; 

Then, as thou smilest on my faithful Muse, 

The thought of sorrow and the Minstrel lose. 
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SULA* 

CANTO THE FIRST. 

Deep in the wilds where Ande’s mountains rear’d' 
Their haughty heads majestically vain* 

Lending their umbrage to the verdant plain* 

The good Tlascalla, aged and grave, appear’d. 

In beauty’s pride, a daughter bless’d his lot, 

And grac’d the table of his humble cot. 

Yet when in youth a warrior’s ardent pride 
Had swell’d his vein s, while V alour breath’d her charms 
His nation’s foes he bravely had defied. 

And Fame enroll’d the prowess of his arms. 

But who can mark the ills of future fate f 
Who can foretel the miseries to come ? 

Or warn the bosom of impending gloom. 

Reverse of fortune* or disastrous hate i 
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The Indian chieftain silenc’d many a woe, 

And stay’d the tear misfortune taught tb flow : 
Awhile, when pious thoughts bis mind would share. 
He prostrate to his father’s Gods would pray. 

His faith as pure, as spotless as the air, 

When morning’s glow has chas’d the dews away. 

His lovely! Sula, ere a year had run, 

Was doom’d by fervent, yet offending zeal, 

Which blinding reason but barbarians feel, 

1 To grace the offerings of the gorgeous sun. 

Mindful of duty, oft she’d bide the tear 
Flowing from grief, and inward woe severe. 

As the young lily to the oak reclines. 

When tempests roar, and vivid light’nings glide. 
Or as a di’mottd on a rock that shines, 

Was fairest Sula by Tlasealla’s side. 

Beyond the vale, hard by a spacious wood, 

Where frisking fawns and sportive lambkins play, 
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Or mock-bird carols to the op'ning day. 

The desart cot of young Ozembo stood. 

Hard was his fate ! in one sad savage night 
To lose each friend that could his soul delight. 

1 The ruthless ruffians of a neighb’ring band. 

Of nature cruel, and to slaughter prone, 

Rush’d like a torrent o’er his native land, 

And left in blood each bosom but his own ! 

Keen inward wounds had weigh’d his sighing breast, 
Yet stoic bom, he never breath’d his pain, 

While Mis’ry rul’d in dull and solemn reign. 

But who, that' ever with relations blest 
Has felt of brother the endearing tie, 

Could without anguish view that brother die ? 

Far on that blood-stain’d night Ozembo stray’d. 

Nor heard of death the heavy, ling’ring groan ; 

In sporting blithsome, merrily he play’d, 

Return’d ; he wept for miseries his own ! 
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Yet griev'd not he in solitude forlorn, 

Or left the world in sorrow or in hate, 

But proudly emulous of nobler fate, 

He brav'd his foes with steady valour's scorn. 

» 

Foremost in battle; as a storm his might, 

Dread Slaughter joy’d to view him in the fight ! 
To soul that panted from a thirst of fame, 
Revenge, which heroes feel, had lent her fire ; 
Death he would dare to immortalize his name, 

But doubly brave it to avenge his sire. 

The ancient chieftains to their sons would say, 
Observe Ozembo! and be thou as brave, 

Strong as a rock that scorns the roaring wave, 
Or tow’ring eagle darting on its prey ! 

And ev'ry maid his graceful form admir'd. 

He look’d perfection, by the Gods attir’d 1 
The airy roe-buck skimming o’er the field 
Not lighter trod upon th'enamell'd earth ; 
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Firmly the pointed javelin he'd wield, 

Or grace the revels of convivial mirth. 

The God of day had lengthen'd ev'iy shade. 

And distant mountains beam’d as tipp’d with fire. 
While all around the glitt’ring scene admire. 

And, prostrate, each his orisons had paid ; 

When from the chase return’d a warrior youth, 
Whose high-born look proclaim’d the love of truth. 
Reported, even at the noon-tide hour 

lie saw approaching many a warlike lance. 

In numbers stronger ever than before, 

While bold, yet cautious, was their film advance. 

Hast thou e’er view’d within a desart glen 
A lion’s bristly mane, and bipod-shot eye 
Glancing like lightening from tempestuous sky. 
Standing at bay, defying dogs mid men i 
So fir’d Osembo, with heroic* glow 
To hurl destruction on each daring foe : 
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His wolfskin o’er Hip manly breast he threw, 

Strung hi« tough bow, and tomahawk in hand 
He sought to watch the bold advent’rpus crew, 

Who came to desolate his native land. 

Swiftly the village lessen'd on his sight, 

Nor aught disturb'd the solemn listless air; 

To Heav’n he bow’d, and breath’d a warrior’s pray’r, 
A wish for conquest was his soul’s delight. 

The gentle moon, in silver pomp array’d, 

Glapo’d her soft beams which o’er his bosom play’d: 
3 But ah ! of life resemblance but too true, 

The dark clouds thicken, and hoarse thunders roar. 
Rain gush'd in torrents, and the light withdrew. 

Or sudden dash’d, to terrify the more. 

Ozembo’s soul had never felt a fear ; 

Virtue alone had rul’d his gen’rous breast, 

And midst of dangers gave that bosom rest, 

Sending relief amid his woes severe. 
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' O’er vale, o’er swamp, he bent his fearless tread, 
Pass’d through the woods, and o’er the mountain’s 
head. 

But ardent zeal had led him on too far, 

And unknown tracts unwelcome met his way, 

No fav’ring power sent a guiding star, 

By foes surrounded, and himself a prey. 

Delay’d not he, but boldly forward strode, 

With speed untir’d, and unshaken heart, 

Which ne’er from martial glory would depart, 

And press’d with vigour o’er the length’ning road. 

The storm had ceas’d ; and cheerful morning’s view 
Had deck’d each flow’ret with its pearly dew ; 

Ozembo knew not wheresoe’er he stray’d, 

No well-known mountain caught his searching 
gaze, 

No flocks around in wanton gambols play’d, 

The wild-deer only here was seen to- graze. . 
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Spent with fatigue in body and in mind, 

4 He sought the foliage of the chesnut oak 
Which barely yields it to the hatchet's stroke, 

Within its umbrage freshening sleep to find* 

How easy rest the virtuous and the brave, 
Conscious of bliss and joy beyond the grave ! 
The tuneful birds, that warbled many a strain, 

As angel notes melodious sound on high, 
Sweeten'd his slumbers and beguil'd his pain, 
While Fancy's visions waft him to the sky. 

With strength renew'd, uprose the youthful chief, 

5 And from a maguey sweet repast receiv'd^ 
Which all his hunger and his wants reliev'd ; 

Oh ! happiest he, who needs such slight relief. 
The beauteous wakon with its sunshine wing 
Betray'd the op'ning of a murmuring spring; 
The lucid stream refresh'd the warrior's form, 
Bracing his body for approaching heat; 
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Forgetful of the night’s tremendous storm. 

Again with fervour does his bosom beat* 

First to the glorious sun he humbly falls : 

And say, ye boasters of a better creed, 

If Heav’n’s displeas’d with such a pious deed. 
The voice of Virtue, which Religion calls? 
Dauntless he passes through each mazy wood, 
While glory’s ardent flame inspires his blood. 
The bright meridian sun, in azure skies, 

Dispels the dews and dissipates the gloom, 
When far before he sees a mansion rise, 

And wav’ring bends him to th’ aspiring dome. 

Strangely to him the stately fabric seems, 

Whose eye ne’er stray’d beyond an Indian cot, 
Where peace and pleasure grace the rustic’s lot, 
And deeply wond’ring, almost thinks he dreams. 
Dubiously now he hesitates his way. 

While ev’ning’s tint betrays the absent day. 
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At distance far, he sees of human kind 

I 

A man* unfashion’d to his ’custom’d view ; 

Yet he rejoic’d again the form to find, 

And ev’jy vein beats with delight anew. 

The mild Francesco was the sage’s name, 

A man who liv’d remote from cities proud, 
Shunning the follies of life’s bustling crowd. 
Content in piety, he knew! not fame ; 

Long in these desart wilds his beads he’d told, 
Leaving to others . luxury and gold : 

Of various Indian tribes he knew the strain, 

To various wand’rers taught his spotless ways, 
Soothing the wretch of misery and pain, 

He sought by virtue his bless’A Maker’s praise. 

Now had theyouth advanc’d in graceful mien, 
Giving to age the reverence that’s due, 

(An Indian lesson taught by Nature true) 

And joy to him was such a novel scene. 
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Sweetly his mother- tongue salutes his ear, 
Gracing the welcome tQ a homely cheer. 

The man of God had mark'd the warrior's dress, 

And trac’d the nation where his sire once breath'd 
Ozembo's pleasure all his looks express, 

His ardent soul in thanks its bliss reliev'd. 

“ Here,” said the hermit ,. " all my brethren dwell ; 

“ Frugal their fare, and simple is tbeir bed, 

“ Yet they may serve to rest thy wearied head, 
u For by thy haggard look,.thou'rt tir'd, Ltell.” 

“ Yes, kindest father,” straight replied the chief, 
“ Thy couch I'll borrow, for I need relief.”—^ 

The rev'rend host led on the open way. 

While to the house of charity they bend, 

Feeling rejoic'd a stranger there should stray, 

To whom he might the balm of comfort lend. 

“ Rest thee awhile, diyi^e my humble store, ■ 

“ Before thy troubles or thy grief I share, 


Digitized by Google 



138 


“ Making their load the easier to beat, 

“ For who has sorrows iiever to deplore i n 
The yduth m silence of his gifts partook, 

While heav’nly gratitude adorn'd hifc look. 

Pious are the sect who there reside, 

Freely they came t’ impart the truths divine. 
With holy 2eal most gloriously defied 
The arms of thousands, and each dangerous clime: 

The blushing dawn bedecked the distant view. 
Lending the magic of its glitt’ring ray 
T’adorn each opting blossom of the day, 

Which soft reflects the varied rainbow's hue. 

The warrior youth in strength of arms arose, 

Fair as the morning which around him glows ; 
With lighten’d heart he seeks his holy friend, 

Finds him in deep and zeaWnspir’d pray’r, 

Pray’r that to Heaven surely must ascend, 

For worth and virtue find a patron there. 
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His duty ended ; he discourse began 
Of deeds that grace, and actions virtue lov’d, 
While ev’ry vice he strong yet calm reprov’d, 
And taught his listening pupil— what is man. 

The world’s Creator, and his glorious ways, 
Rais’d his devotion, and inspir’d his praise. 

The youth he taught the gospel which he preach’d. 
Sweeter than honey ev’ry accent flow’d ; 

His heart converted ere his wisdom reach’d, 

So strong the faith with which his bosom glow’d* 

How swiftly flew the vague barbarian creed, . 
When to his humble soul was rightly given 
The faith of Him who. virtue guides to Heaven, 
And how repentant of each former deed ! 

As the poor wand’rer o’er the desart waste 
Thinks to his home he onward bends in haste. 
Yet where his leaf-roof ’d cottage once appear’d 
A stately mansion towers to the sky ; 
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Thus the poor Indian’s rites, on terror rear’d. 
To the mild gospel of th’ ador’d on high. 


Sweet was the toil t’ instruct the youthful mind, 
Sweet were the balmy lessons of the sage, 

Calm’d by reflection, and matur’d by age ; 

Yet sweeter far the charms he’d left behind : 

For what delight, as pilgrims here we rove. 

So warms the breast as dear delicious love ? 

Sula had oft at. twilight’s glimm’ring shade 
Stole the fond interview within the wood, 

While tears would speak the anguish of the maid, 
Bathing her pale rose cheek a pearly flood. 

6 Sure the bright sun would sorrow to behold 
# Such lovely charms an offering to his shrine; 

For boasts no region where his warm beams shine, 
From fair Circassia to chill Lapland’s cold, 

Such artless ease, such grace with beauty crown’d, 
Or often view’d in all his worlds around. t 
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Seek not, ye graver judges of mankind, 

To charge her bosom with an only fault: 

Twas Nature’s voice, in accent most refin’d, 

That breath’d its empire and its passion taught. 

With sacred promise of return again, 

Ozembo’s eyes betray'd the gen’rous tide, 
Unknown to base ingratitude and pride : 

He heav’d a parting sigh and sought the plain. 
With manly vigour, love inspir’d might, 

Soon he perceiv’d his welcom’d mountain’s height. 
Who but has felt the pleasures of return, 

When absent long from dearest native shore f 
Sons of Britannia ! how your bosoms burn, 

For say, who feels the patriot passion more ? 


END OF CANTO THE FIRST. 
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SULA. 


CANTO THE SECOND. 

Like the lone dove who mourns her absent mate, 
Sola in secret would her grief forego ; 

Yet hard the task to counterfeit in woe 

The smile of mirth, remote from look sedate : 

But dear relief in solitude to grieve 
Where lov’d Osembo trod, her sighs to heave. 

Pure in the sight of Heaven was her soul. 

Which, clad in sorrows, sad distraction wears ; 

Each fonner vow asserts its soft control. 

While Pity wept to view the virgin’s tears. 

Oft would she stray beneath the covert grove. 

To muse on scenes which mem’ry’s soothing art 
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Would raise to cheer her woe desponding heart, 
For oh ! there’s pleasure ill remember’d love ! 

The birds around her hush their vocal strain, 
And Zephyr lingers as she breathes her pain ; 
The aerial wood-nymphs would in groups repair, 
Leaving their secret unmolested bow’rs 
To gaze with rapture on her beauty fair, 

Whose view would stay the lordly lion’s pow’rs. 

Now had the ev’ning star adorn’d the sky, 

While gentle clouds in dalliance seem’d to play 
Around its orb, and glitter in its ray, 

When Sula to her lonely grove drew nigh. 

Scarce had her voice upon the trembling air 
For lost Ozembo rais’d its fervent pray’r, 

When to her arms in ecstacy he flew ! 

And angels stray’d from Heav’n to admire, 
Blessing their meeting tears, fond transport’s dew, 
Which Love and Virtue join’d at once inspire. 
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No pearly dew, that blushes in a rose, 

In softness could compare to Sula’s eyes. 

Which glanc’d the azure of etherial skies. 

While Rapture’s blush her blooming cheeks disclose. 
The warrior's soul forgot each thought but love. 
And gave his hist’ry to his constant dove: 

At ev’ry danger would her bosom heave, 

And ev’ry joy betray’d his Sula’s smile; 

As varied fate, so would she look or grieve. 

While bliss and sympathy their hours beguile. 

But woe their lot! for she was doom’d to bleed 
By zeal, whose base on superstition rear’d 
Ador’d a God, whose wrath the vot’ry fear’d : 
n Strange man ! t’ invent such cruel murd’rous creed. 
Grievous her fate ! her soul could never bear 
The parting pang, or such an ofFring share. 

But who shall tell the lover’s anguish’d mind. 

His bosom hov’ring o’er distraction’s deep 4 - 
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Or where relief in either world to find, 

Where seek oblivion’s draught, his soul to steep ? 

Love taught the means. Before his powerful sway 
Fleets ev’ry danger, ev’ry woe retires ; 

The mind enlightens, and the soul inspires 
To guard his pilgrims on their blissful way. 

Ozembo urg’d, before the summer skies, 

Which from his arms would snatch his lovely prize, 
Afar to. fly : nor heed the promis’d vows, 

In which her heart was doom’d no part to share. 
Reason and Nature both his cause espouse. 

And Love befriends him with the modest fair. 

Then what can maidens to their swains deny, 

When Nature, Love, and mighty Reason join, 
Urging that tie which boasts a right divine. 
Claiming hs parentage from yonder sky ? 

A soft consenting tear adorn’d her cheek, 

’Twas Virtue’s drop fond Rapture taught to speak, 
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Pure as the flame which revelTd in her breast. 

Bright as a snow-drop where the sun-beams play. 
Which more than Grecian eloquence confest, 

For where are words such meaning to convey ? 

Filial affection would assert its claim ; 

How dread the parting from a parent dear! 

A tie so strong, it rais’d a pang severe. 

And floods of anguish to relieve her came. 

Ah ! must I leave thee, dear respected are, 

Nor stay to cheer the twilight of thy fire! 

Yet I’ll remember ev’ry past embrace, 

When prattUng babe, thou nurs’d my op’ning sense;. 
In realms I’ll meet thee which our fathers grace, 

And ask forgiveness for this first offence. 

Early next night, at the appointed hour, 

In silence rob’d the downcast Sula came; 

Her beaming eyes had lost their wonted flame. 

And sad she mov’d along, in conflict sore : 


Digitized by Google 



142 


So droops a willow in the lonely shade> 

Where the cold bosom of a virgin’s laid* 

Ozembo faithful to the spot repairs, 

Joy on his cheek, and pleasure in his eye ! 

How swift they flew when he observ’d her cares. 

As summer clouds before the tempest fly. 

6 1 My love,” he cries, “ oh ! soothe thy troubled heart, 
“ And I will guide thee, and thy life attend, 

“ Share all thy grief, and sweet assistance lend 
“ To heal the wounds of fond affection’s smart.” 

As the lone traveler sees the guiding star. 

Or the wreck’d sailor, who perceives afar 
A welcome sail upon his view draw near. 

Launching her boat to bear him from the strand. 

So were his gentle words to Sula’s ear ; 

She heav’d a sigh, and warmly prest his, hand.- 

Short was the journey to a pair so true ; 

While, in a strain of condolent delight. 


N 


Digitized by Google 



143 


Ozembo’s converse hastes the dreary night, . # 
And soon the sanctuary appear’d in view. 

“ There, my belov’d,” the warrior cried, “ secure 
“ Thou’lt live in innocence and virtue pure ; 

“ For thee I’ll nimbly chase the mountain deer, 

“ Or catch the glitt’ring tribe which deck the wave; 
a The birds shall carol to salute thy ear, 

« While softest showers shall thy flow’rets lave.” 

Francesco, ready at his op’ning door, 

(For at his threshold who was e’er denied ?) 

Receiv’d the lovers, and each wish supplied; 

Making them welcome to a hermit’s store. 

In pious joy he threw his eyes to Heaven, 

By whom such bliss in solitude was given. 

Form’d with a soul of a superior cast, 

His precepts gave to Sula’s mind a grace 
Which e’en her charms of elegance surpast: 

Her heart was Virtue — Beauty’s self her face. 
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Oh ! righteous deed, by Heaven most approv'd; 

To search 'mid dangers through die desart wild, - 
To rear the mind of Superstition's child, 

Teaching that gospel which our Saviour lov'd. 

Sweet are their slumbers who such troubles brave. 
And sweet their calm approaches to the grave. 

Ye warriors bold! Ambition's sons, retire! 

What is your courage to such god-like zeal ? 

Ye boast the transports of impetuous fire 
Which untaught savages superior feel! 

Blithe was the morn which grac'd their nuptial day. 
Fair as Aurora rose the lovely bride ; 

Mirth on his brow, Ozembo by her side 
In silent transport led the rosy way ; 

Bless’d in the sight of Heaven was their bliss, 
Sweeter than its dew their amoroys kiss. 

The holy rites a reverend priest perform'd $ 

While blushes rose to decorate the maid. 
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In either eye a glfct’ning tear was form’d, 

A debt to Piety— a virgin paid ! 

No barter here of love for sordid gold ! 

No profanation of the sacred vow ! 

In truth and innocence the knee they bow, 

While angels bless the union they behold. 

Their worship finish’d, festive glee goes round. 
With charms in virtue only to be found. 

Parents ! who boast but av’rice as your creed, 

Who sell for rank and wealth your offspring dear, 

A legal prostitution is your deed. 

While soft Affection mourns your act severe. 

Content and Peace came from the orient skies 
To bless their dwelling, and their lives delight ; 
While Sula’s charms appear’d each day more bright, 
As thrives a rosebud where no tempests rise. 

Can fleeting honours give a bliss like thine f 
Or would philosophy such lives refine? 
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Banish the thought ! though Glory bdasts her charms, 
And wisdom serves to elevate the mind, 

Yet all their trophies simple Love disarms, 

And tells us fame is but a listless wind. 

As forth she went upon a summer’s mom 
To tend her flocks, her lov’d Ozembo near 
Mark’d on her cheek the vestige of a tear, . 

And caught the murmur of a sigh forlorn. 

Tell me,” he cried, “ from whence thy sorrows flow, 
"And as thy joys, so let me share thy woe.” 

Pure as the streams where Naiads only lave 
Arose the source of tender Sula’s grief,; 

“ Ah me!” she said unto her warrior brave, 

" My father’s mis’ry needs of Heav’n relief. 

“ Methinks I hear him. heave the rending groan, 

“ Asking the idle air where. Sula flies ; . 

“ In fancy’s view Lsee his aged eyes : ! 

* Streaming with tears for -error afl 'my own. 
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44 Nor air or echo can his heart relieve, i 
“ Forgive my sin, or bid him not to grieve* 

“ Sure at his feet for pardon should I pray, 

44 His gen’rous soul would call me from the ground ; 
44 Although untutor’d in our Saviour’s way, 

44 Indian forgiveness in his breast is found*’’ 

44 1 to thy father will fond comfort bear/ 

44 Nor dread the vengeance of a thousand arms ; 

. “'Then dim no. more, the lustre of thy charms/’ 
Replied Ozembo, u while I straight prepare.” 

“ And wilt thou leave thy constant Sula here, 

44 Lov’d of my soul, and partner of my care ? 

44 Let me, oh ! let me with Ozembo go. 

44 Or if the light’nings flash or thunders, roar 
44 Amid the cataracts of mountains snow, 

44 With thee I never, never should deplore.” 

The brave Ozembo glanc’d. a look to Heaven; 

While fervent ecstasies his bosom move, 
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His look bespoke bis gratitude and love 
For virtuous beauty in his Sula given. 

“ Stay thee/’ he cried, and clasp’d her to his heart, 
" Live thee in peace, while I alone depart.” 

Sula no more ; she knew his firmness well $ 

And speaking silence breath’d upon her face 
A more than Muses sing or angels tell. 

Filial affection lending Love a grace. 

Soon in his warrior dress the chief array’d 
Bade a farewell to all his soul engag’d, 

But no contention in his bosom wag’d. 

Intent on virtue, calm adieu he paid. 

With speed he hasten’d, from his friendly host, 
While Sula watch’d him till in mountains lost. 
Then to th’ Ador’d a heart-taught pray’r she sent, 
Which reach’d in pure and supplicating tone 
High Heaven’s King — sad, silent, then she went 
To muse ok grief in solitude* alone. 
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1 The youthful chief trod back the mazy road 
Which late with Sula seem’d a fairy grove, 

(So much w^re blinded by that urchin, Love !) 

And ere two suns had set the wish’d abode 
Rose on his sight : as mothers view their child 
So look’d Ozembo on his cottage wild. 

A sigh unbroken from the warrior strays, 

By woes long since remember’d taught to rise, 

As murmurs mingle where the cat’ract brays, 

Or music’s strain when tempests tear the skies. 

“ Ye, my belov’d !” the virtuous hero cried, 

“ Whose blessings waited on my tender years, - 
“ And kiss’d my smiling lips, or dried my tears, 

“ Whose souls the mis’ries of the world defied, 

" Accept my pray’rs. While ye ! whose barb’rous 
deed 

In one curs’d night made ev’ry bosom bleed, 

H 9 Meet not my vengeance ! yet away the thought 
u T’ appease with blood the sufPrers of that night; 
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“ For, by the gospel of my Saviour taught, 

“ Those savage acts their manes will ne’er delight** 

The sun had linger’d o’er the mountain’s head. 

And streaming ray3 upshot effulgent shone. 

Sweet was the echo of each warbler’s tone 
While beam’d the prospect with etherial red. 

Far o’er the vale the distant flocks were seen 
Leading to fold, or here the woods between : 

The light more glimmers, and the songsters cease. 
Scarcely ’s percei v’d the visual glancing ray ; 

Sinks the proud world t’ enjoy a transient peace. 

And Nature slumbers from the busy day. i 

Hascalla’s bosom was in virtue cast, 

A melancholy soul in courage tried, 

That joy alike or misery defied, 

An oak unheedful of the light’ning’s blast. 

Ere yet the summer of his life had, flown, - 
Sorrow had made his bosom all her own; . 
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No Indian chieftain of immortal name « 
Stronger in faith, or braver dar’d to die ; 
Grief did but add a laurel to his fame, 

Or could affliction wring from him a sigh. 

This night he mus’d upon his travail past, 

And oh ! ’twas rending for the heart to view 
Age that but honour or fair virtue knew 
At sixty summers with a brow overcast ! 

The rites of worship to the sun he’d paid, 
And fervent to his parent’s spirit pray’d. 
When Sula’s image came across his soul, 

And Feeling gave Philosophy the lie ! 
Nature o’er Age asserted her control, 

Yet wept herself to hear his first-born sigh, 

Ozembo, hast’ning with a throbbing heart, 
Press’d to the threshold of Tlascalla’s door, 
(Bare was the sod from entrance of the poor) 
And wav’d the sign of peace — an Indian art. 
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“ Enter, my son — thy face I've surely seen 
“ Flush’d with success upon our Warriors green.” 
The chief with modesty allow’d the truth. 

While scarce his bosom could his soul contain 
To view the guardian of his Sula’s youth 

i 

Sinking to death — so sadly known to pain. . 


END OF CANTO THE SECOND. 
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CANTO THE THIRD. 

Sweet ’tis m misery to boast a friend, 

The plaints of sad adversity to bear ; 

A charm which makes the pang of anguish dear, 
Yet rarely found misfortune to attend. 

Lur’d by the pomp of vanity and gold, 

How soon the heart to soft affection’s cold ! 
Detested wealth ! which makes the breast disown 
Those ties of kindred which from Heaven came ; 
And happiest they where interest’s unknown, 
Where social virtue lights her cheering flame. 

Ozembo’s hist’ry seem’d to warm the chief 
With glory’s spark, that long had ceas’d to bum ; 
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While youthful actions on his mind return 
To soothe his pains, or mitigate his grief. 

For high in arms had aged Tlascalla been, 

Oft in the battle’s murd’rous slaughter seen. 
u Hast thou no relative or offspring fair,” 

With eager asking look, the chieftain said; 
u No flower with thee to breathe: the morning air, 

“ Or with affection bless thy ev’ning bed ?” 

As the bright influence of the genial sun 
At once is darken’d by the tempest’s hue, 

So from his care-worn countenance withdrew 
Each gleam of pleasure as his plaint begun. 

“ Yes,” he replied, with accent deep, forlorn, 

“ But from my arms the beauteous, blossom’s torn. 
“ Her kindred spirits snatch’d ber to the skies, 

11 Too fair, too lovely, long to linger her^; 

“ But they forgot the sorrows of these eyes, 

“ And stole the only balm their sight could cheer. 
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" One night, when silence reign’d in sway profound/ 

“ I lost my Sula : loss to me how dread ! 

“ Her fate unknown, or whither she had fled ; 

" Vainly I sought her in her usual round. 

“ Oft would she stray to yonder thicket’s shade, 

“ Where for my peace her orisons she paid ; 

“ Yet there no more. The fading flow’rets bloom 
Mourns for her absence, and her loss deplores; 
u The willows o’er yon lake increas’d their gloom, 

" While deeper murmurs wind along the shores. 

" Her native skies have sure enthron’d the maid, 

“ No furious foe would e’er have done her harm, 

“ Her virgin look could thousand foes disarm, 

“ And Valour's self the rites to Beauty paid : 

“ 10 No ardent lover could have breath’d his strain, 

“ For love is useless where the hopes are vain! 

" Yet as I linger on the ebb of life 

Fain would I know where Sula draws her breath; 
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** T would calm the sufferings of my bosom’s strife, 

“ Soothing the sorrows of the draught of death/’ 

Deep silence follow’d ; when Ozembo rose, 

Blessing the virtues of the god-like man ; 

When thus in mildness he discourse began, 

To plead his pardon and relieve his woes. 

“ Oh ! thou to whom each virtue does belong, 

“ Can’st thou forget, and ah! forgive the wrong? 1 * 
Tlascalla’s brow sunk sterner than before, 

(’Twas Honour low’ring with a look sublime) 

“ Hear’st thou,” he cried, “ Revenge boasts here no 
pow’r ; 

“ Pardon once pleaded — cancell’d is the crime!’ 1 

The youth no more, but betiding to the ground. 

As virtue’s offspring at the foot of grace, 

“ In me,” he sigh’d, u thy cause of sorrow trace, 

€i Who stole that blessing which your dwelling 
crown’d.” 
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“ Villain, avaunt !” the aged hero cried. 

While indignation ev’ry feature dy*d ; 

“ Impious profane ! Polluter of the shrine 
“ Of that great Being who protects our rest y 
u Viper, begone ! who cruel could entwine 
“ Thy hated folds around my peaceful nest/* 

Amazement lent him an unusual fire, 

His eye glanc'd anger with resentment fraught \ 
Sad misplac’d zeal, by Superstition taught, 

Yet though misplac’d makes Pity’s self admire. 

“ Hear me, Tlascalla, hear my fair excuse, 

“ And heard, thy pardon sure thou’lt not refuse.’* 
A sullen, stern, high-haughty look, bespoke 
How hard to heal the feelings of old age ; 
Ozembo shrunk not from th’ avenging stroke. 

But long beguil’d th’ attention of the sage. 

Beauteous to view the dimpled babe of bliss 
Improve each day in vigour and in grace ; 
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Beauteous the blushes of a virgin’s face, 

And sweet the thrilling of a lover’s kiss : 

Yet far more beauteous fair Religions sense, 
Still sweeter far Ozembo’s eloquence. 

Lovely in sight of Heaven was the scene, 

And bless’d by ev’ry saint the glorious deed, i 
Who view’d the youth, Love, Piety, between 
Instruct his father in a Christian’s creed. ; 

Love gave him aid each sacred truth to prove, 
As sunshine beaming on the garden’s pride ; 
Firm in belief, which bigotry, defied, 

He taught Tlascalla’s soul that “ God is love.” 

% Then in a strain of artless ease, and clear, * 
Pourtray’d the pleasures of his Sula dear ; 

Oh ! firmest basis, on her form to rest 
To fire the feelings of a parent’s soul : 

The sage the nervous argument confest ; 

Thus Love and Truth asserted their control. 
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“ Lead me,” he cried, " with her my life to share, 

“ And as thy tender, new adopted sire, 

" Forgive the impulse of my short-liv’d ire, 

" And to thy God Fll bend in humble pray’r.” 
What tongue can tell the brave Ozembo’s joy. 

Or paint the visions which his thoughts employ l 
The midnight silence had in peace drawn nigh 
When to their mossy bed they lowly bend ; 
Sooth’d was in age the woe-desponding sigh, 

While guardian angels o’er their slumbers ’tend. 

Mom’s rising rays the purpling clouds disclose, 
While youth and sire from their sleep arise : 
Bless’d couch of peace, most favour’d by the skies 
Where once a heathen, now a saint arose. 

Soon for their journey all their wants prepar’d. 

In calm content the frugal meal they shar’d. 

“ Adieu,” Tlascalla cried, "ye leaf-roof ’d dome, 

" Adieu, ye vales, ye well-known woods, farewell! 
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“ I go to seek a strange, yet happier home, 

“ Where Truth, with Piety, and Sula dwell/' 

The youthful chieftain lends to age support 
As o'er they bend upon the trackless road ; 

Thus the young stork in leaving its abode 
Mounts with its parent to some distant port. 

The light of life is fond affection's flame. 

Of angels born, the bliss from Heaven came. 

The soul expands it freely where it shines, 

Mirth, Love, and Friendship spread their charms 

s.* 

around 

The loveliest link that man to God combines. 

Ever above, below, how rarely found ! 

Twice had the setting sun adorn'd the west. 

When through the distant galaxy of light 
The well-known fabric caught Ozembo's sight, 
Raising a pleasing tumult in his breast. 
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Sweet charmer, Constancy ! fair nymph belov’d, 

The magic grace of passion, most approv’d, 

How soft thy silken bands entwine the heart, • 

Refine our pleasures, or relieve our woe ; 

’Tis dearest thou who sooth’st affliction’s smart. 

From thee what charms of consolation flow! 

Soon they arriv’d in palpitating joy, 

Meeting Francesco, ever in the way 
Comfort to lend where wretched wand’rers stray, 
With virtue bless’d, unconscious of alloy. 

“ Here,” cried Ozembo, as he press’d his hand. 
While on his cheek, at Friendship’s fond command, 
Starts the bright tear. It was an herald sent 
To speak the warm effusions of his breast; 

A charm to Valour, by Affection lent, 

For base the courage with no feeling blest. 

“ Here you behold my Sula’s dearest sire, 

* And oh! rejoice, her error is* forgiven, 
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“ While Faith enrolls the noble deed in Heaven, 

“ For sweet Religion calm’d indignant ire. 

“ What joy, Francesco, in thy bosom springs, 

“ Nor felt by conq’rors, or enjoy’d by kings ! 

“ They seek for glory in the thousands slain, 

“ Thou findest bliss upon an Indian sod ; 

“ They mark their steps with misery and pain, 

“ Thou bend’st thy way in piety to God!” 

Hast, thou, infancy’s dream, when balmy sleep 
Has shut all .meaner objects from thine eyes, 

And bid celestials in perfection rise. 

While awful music swells in grandeur deep, 

E’er heard an angel’s supplicating tone 
Chaunting in glory to high Heaven’s throne ? 

Or hast thou seen that elegance divine 
Which breathes o’er natives of etherial air ? 

Then can thy fancy, when awake, combine 
The prostrate Sula, and her flowing hair! 
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Yet might you find, with soft attractive art, 

Each female charm of majesty and grace; 

If grief had stole the roses from her face, 

The lily itiH had only greater part : 

For oft her absent 16 ver had she mourn’d, 
While filial love with deeper pangs return’d; 
Yet still so lovely did she look in grief, 

You’d think that angels had conspir’d her woe, 
Intending soon the happiest relief, 

But to admire such tears from beauty flow. 


" Ah me !” she sigh’d, in seraph-sounding voice, 

“ Dear, dearest parent ! view me at your feet, 

“ Your pardon, love, and blessing to intreat : 

“ Think of our former happiness and joys, 

“ Be all your pain for absent Sula mine, 

" And all your sorrows round my soul entwine; 
“ Yet ah! forgive me for my error past, 

€i Wretch that I was, to raise a father’s tear ! 
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“ ’Twas my first fault, and oh ! ’twill be my last, 

“ For I’ll attend you, and your winter cheer" 

“ Bless thee, oh God!" and clasp’d her to his breast 
While as he press’d her to his lov’d embrace 
Her sin was blotted from the book of grace 

With the big tear her filial love exprest. 

Perfect their joy, and happy was the scene 
As ever bless’d the ^ fam’d Arcadian green* 

Oh Nature ! when the bosom thpu do’st guide. 

How sweet is life, how soft the lover’s kiss ; 

No janjng interests the heart divide, 

Years roll in rapture, and each moment’s bliss! 

Think you, ye proud ! for whom such myriads toil, 
Who boast the favours of the furthest earth ; 
Living in round of counterfeited mirth; 

Or you, ye heroes! who the world despoil, 

That in your gayest prospects of delight, 

Elate in youth, or flush’d with conquest bright, 
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Such joys you’ve met in all your plans of fame, 
When Glory’s self your moments has beguil’d, 
Or that such rapture’s in a conq’ror’s name 
As grac’d the lovers of the Indian wild f 

And thou, Francesco, what delight was thine 
The sacred truths of Heaven to impart ; 
Devotion bless’d the fervour of thy heart, 

And lov’d thy pupils who adorn’d her shrine. 
Most righteous man ! thy fame shall ever reign 
Where Virtue triumphs, when Ambition’s vain. 
The saints shall greet thee on the bed of death, 
And waft thy soul to regions ever bright; 
Cherubs will haste to catch thy parting breath, 
Nor sigh will heave, or groan disturb its flight. 


END OF SULA. 
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NOTES TO SULA. 


1 To grace the offerings of the gorgeous sun. 

4th line, 3d verse, Canto I. 

The barbarity of these sacrifices has been authenticated by 
the most respectable authorities: Clavigero relates, p. 125* 
“ A father was invited to the sacrifice of his daughter.” 

* The ruthless ruffians of a neighbouring hand , Ac. 

7th line, 4th verse, Canto I. 

Estalla and various others relate, as to this method of In* 
dian hostilities “ As it consists in sudden invasions of the 
wild natives, after which they retire to the interior of their 
country, where it is very difficult to pursue them.” 

Estalla, Chap, xxvii. p. 215. 

* But ah! of life resemblance but too true , &c. 

7th line, 10th verse, Canto I. 

From the most perfect serenity of atmosphere in this coun- 
try, the traveller is likely to be deluged with rain storms, 
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which suddenly Collect and burst with tremendous fury: the 
natives, however, generally gain some prognostication of its 
approach, and shelter themselves accordingly. 

* He sought the foliage of the chesnut oak 9 &c. 

Line 2, verse 13, Canto I. 

According to Pinkerton, vol. iii. p. 120. “ The chesnut 

/ 

oak (quercos prinos) attains an enormous size, and is almost 
as valuable for its sweet farinaceous acorns as for its wood.” 

’ 5 And from a maguey sveet repast receiv'd^ 

Which all his hunger and his wants reliev'd. 

2d and 3d lines, 14th verse, Canto I. 

I cannot forbear a full account of this most curious and va- 
luable plant, as mentioned by Pinkerton, 3d vol. p. 178. — 
“ The maguey, or agave Americana, is to the natives of in- 
'fhtite use ; the leaves, which are three feet in length, serving 
As tiles, while, the fibres serve as thread and cloths, the stem 
as beams, and the young sprouts as asparagus; while the 
juice, supplies them with water, wine, vinegar, acid, balsam, 
honey. An incision being made to the heart of the plant, 
the head is taken offi and a cavity formed in the trunk suf- 
ficient to hold two or three French pints; the top is then re- 
placed, and during the following day and night the sap trans- 
udes from the young leaves into the cavity, is withdrawn the 
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next day, and afterwards until the plant be exhausted and 
perishes, when the buds are planted, to secure a new crop.** 

6 Or often view'd in all his worlds around . 

6th line, 25th verse, Canto I. 

That the planets which perform their revolutions round the 
sun are inhabited seems both a just and righteous idea, and 
boasts such high and respectable authority, that a poet may 
with safety avail himself of it to pay a compliment to female 
excellence. Monsieur Fontenelle has admirably expressed 
his belief of this opinion in his little volume, entitled “ The 
Plurality of Worlds,” which touches with a master’s hand 
the mazes of philosophy, without bewildering the reader. 

7 Strange man ! t' invent such cruel 9 mur (Trout creed. 

4th line, 5th verse, Canto II. 

“ The religion of the ancient Mexicans appears to have 
been chiefly founded on fear.” — “ Human sacrifices were 
deemed the most acceptable.” 

Pinkerton, vol. iii. p. 156. 

Clavigero relates, p. 232. “ The human victims sacrificed 
at the consecration of two temples were twelve thousand 
two hundred and ten !” 

And scarcely any one who has related their primal mant 
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Hers but what has mentioned with horror their cruelty and 
superstition. 

9 The youthful chirf trod back the mazy toad, &c. 

Line 1, verse 22, Canto II. 

The perseverance of these Indian pedestrians seems to be 
equally astonishing and well-founded: among many able 
writers who have visited the country, I subjoin the following 
remark from Long’s Travels, p. 35. “ The savages are es- 
teemed very active and nimble-footed ; but admitting this 
general opinion to prevail, it is well known the Europeans 
are more swifr in running a small distance : their chief merit, 
I am of opinion, consists in their being able to continue a 
long time in one steady pace, which makes them useful in 
going express through the woods; and as they require little 
sleep, and can subsist on roots and water, which they take en 
volant, they dp not waste much time in refreshment.” 

9 Meet not my vengeance / 

7th line, 23d verse. Canto II. 

“ Many and various are the motives which induce a savage 
to engage in war : to prove his courage, or to revenge the 
death of his relations, or some of his tribe, by the massacre of 
an enemy.” 

Mackenzie’s Voyages, p. 91. 
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10 No ardent lover could have breath'd his strain 9 &c. 

5th line, 5th verse, Canto III. 

It is considered by the Indians as an act of the greatest 
profanation to solicit the affections of any female who is 
under the act of immolation : if her purity was doubted, and 
her want of chastity proved, the severest punishment awaited 
the fair culprit. — Vid. the Incas of Peru. 

He taught TlascaUa's soul that “ God is love." 

Vid. 1st Epistle St. John, 4th chap. 8th verse. 


THE END. 
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T. Davison, Whitefriars, 
London. 
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